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Editorial. 
In his first year the student's peram-
bulation through academical territory con-
stitutes mainly an endeavour to establish 
his sanity in the eyes of the community. 
If he succeeds he goes down with the rest 
as a normal healthy individual; but in the 
event of his failure he is hailed as a 
genius, accorded a hearty welcome, and 
has greatness thrust upon him in the shape 
of numerous secretaryships and ardent 
hero-worshippers. In his second year he 
attempts to establish a reputation. And 
in the third year of his course he is at 
liberty to establish anything he likes; 
though it seems to be a recognised fact 
that the average third-year student has 
neither the time nor the energy to estab-
lish anything further than a degree or a 
brain fever. Such are the three great 
establishments of University life. Those 
people, including engineers, who are 
obliged to experience the heartache of a 
fourth year before they may adorn t .!-leir 
sober gown with a hood of many colours, 
cannot in honesty be classed as students. 
They are phenomena ! 
In first term the student perceive8 the 
wisdom of Longfellow and the truth of 
the assertion that "life is short," and ac-
cordingly treats himself to a real good 
time. During second term he comes to the 
conclusion that life is much shorter than 
he had previously calculated, and in con-
sequence sets out to enjoy his brief spasm 
of e .;istence in a greater measure than be-
fore. In third term he recogises at once 
the brevity of life and the proximity of 
examinations; and in an attempt to bring 
these two factors into harmony, he settle:'! 
down to the arduous task of deciphering 
skeletonized lecture-notes, and of absorb-
ing them to the best of his ability. 
The foregoing prefatory sketch of Uni · 
versity routine is scarcely pertinent to the 
matter in hand, being merely a method by 
which the editor might introduce the sig-
nificant term ''examinations'' in a 
euphemistic manner, without obtruding it 
unceremoniously upon the public ·con-
science. 
A lady, in the course of an address to 
the Christian Union on "Life in India," 
made reference to a certain secticn of t1;e 
Hindoo students in the phrase ·'In the 
case of the half-educated stude11ts, those 
who had failed in their exams.'' And the 
theme of this article is the consideration 
of the lady's logic: that a studem is 011ly 
half educated, if he has failed in his exam-
inations. 
As a matter of fact, present-day examin-
ations are made too big a factor in the 
secondary education of a student; too 
much stress is laid on their importance for 
the individual's complete edification. If 
he fails to pass such a test, he then falls 
short intellectually; there is no genius in 
him. But the fault lies not in the man-or 
woman. The test is inefficient. Naturally, 
examinations cannot be abolished alto-
gether from the realm of education; there · 
must be some guarantee of the person's 
ability. But in their present condition 
they do not form an efficient criterion of 
talent; they are lacking as a genuine stan-
dard of genius. 
Success in these examinations depends 
largely on rapidity in writing and on ac-
curacy of memory, rather than on ori-
ginality. The test is far too mechanical. 
UNIVERSITY MIAGAZINE. Octobe.r, 1917. 
There is no genius in an accurate memory, 
nor in rapid writing. Originality is the 
one true test of genius, and to what extent 
is such an excellent quality called into 
play in these examinations of ours, be they 
concerned with arts, science, or music? 
Especially in the latter there seems to be 
little or no originality at all required for 
the students 's obtainment of letters. 
Two things are detrimental to an accu-
rate memory-over-eating and education. 
And unhappily the average student seer!lf 
to be marvellously lacking in this respect, 
though in which of the two directions the 
cause of it lies is a matter for some discus-
sion. In that case the student either ''goes 
under"-to use a gentle figure of speech -
or he sets to work in such a furious fashion 
that eventually he cannot help but becomP. 
possessed of a vivid memory. For, being 
mainly a mechanical affair, most people of 
ordinary intelligence can train this facultv 
to a degree of perfection. And the result 
of it all is a deterioration in original 
powers; an accurate memory seems to be 
gained at the expense of that estimable 
quality-originality, which falls into 
atrophy if given no training. 
Examinations should be a test of the 
student's ability to think for himself-
which is the real criterion of genius. Ac-
cording to the present system the idea ap-
pears to be the setting of as many ques-
Our 
"Well, I don't know how you chaps is, 
but I'm dead sick of old Barney. 1\Iy 
crumbs, he'd break yer heart!" With a 
bitterly reminiscent sigh, Jaci rolled o~·er 
and settled himself on his other hip. 
We wriggled in sympathy, for horse-
flesh was our sore point. Westley was the 
most recent-and primitive-settlement in 
our sparsely-peopled district, and the 
Dads were still in that financial condition 
which gushing rhapsodists call '' strug-
gling.'' So far as we were concerned, 
the immediate result was that, at the fore-
gatherings of the Push~ our hacks were 
of the kind sprightly auctioneers describe 
as spring-carters, waggon sorts, nonrle-
scripts, and a sprinkling of dour, thought-
tions in a paper as the examiner believes 
will just about extend to the time limit in 
their answering. In consequence, the stu-
dent either is obliged to write directly 
from memory, if he can rely on it-and 
incidentally obscures any little lapses in 
such with unintelligible scrawl, which 
generally manages to go down with the 
examiner-or if his memory is so untrust-
worthy that he :finds he cannot bring it 
into harmony with rapid writing, he con-
fines his attention to a thorough and intel-
ligent consideration of half the questions, 
employing his faculties of reasoning and 
originality in the process, and probably 
succeeds in being passed as incompetent at 
the finish. There is no doubt as to which 
is the better man. 
Let examiners either offer the students a 
wider choice of questions, or preferably, 
cut out any such option and set a much 
smaller paper, so as to afford the exami-
nees time for thought and reason and time 
to exert their powers of originality. Even 
if only two or three questions are set down 
in an honours' examination to be an-
swered in the usual three hours, the writer 
has an opportunity to think for himself 
apart from the vapid memory work of 
text-books, and to exercise his intellect to 
the extent of bringing a spice of ori-
ginality to bear in the matter. The test is 
quite an effective one to discover the real 
genius of the student. 
Push. 
ful solemnities, almost wholly draught. 
It's true that in lieu of wages most of us 
had some colt or filly earmarked for our 
own by paternal-and maternal- consent, 
but so far none of these had been broken 
Thus the secondary consequence of the 
Dads' pioneering propensities was that 
the Push could seldom meet in full force. 
The ,T oneses had to use Punch in the dray 
all day, so Sam could not come ; the 
Smiths were busy ploughing, so Bluey was 
too · "done up" for Charlie to ride; this, 
with variations, always. Can it be won-
dered that for each of us the breaking of 
our colts and fillies promised to silver 
with the poetry of motion the lining of 
every future night? In our moments of 
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discontent, ''the young un'' personified 
the privileges of independent manhood. 
Jack's challenge >vas answered by a 
round of grunts from the Push, as we lay 
promiscuously about the old gum tree at 
the cross-roads. Only six of us that night, 
gazing vindictively in the general direc-
tion of six stiff-legged brutes which 
stamped and swished away mosquitoes, as 
they senilely dozed at their fence posts. 
Good old reliables, every one of them, and 
faultlessly unsound, to a hoof. Exactly 
half the Push was absent, at least in borly, 
though mayhap their spirits cursed their 
bodily luck in the air around us. 
The grunting marked the climacteric of 
J,orse-talk, and by easy transitions we 
drifted into farmyard gossip and silence. 
True, Joe became engrossed in an ani-
mated and intimate description of the sex, 
colour, and conformation of the first of 
''Shakespeare's'' calves, but his eloquent 
rlescription of the "curly-headed little 
ileggar" elicited only half-hearted inter-
est. Having no tobacco, the audience per-
force chewed grass-stalks, and harkened 
mechanically. For the moment the focal 
point of past regrets and future hopes 
was horses, and in that respect the imme-
diate prospect was as dust and ashes to 
thirsty dog. Hence our gloom. 
To mllrk a natural reaction from bitter 
imaginings, Bob at length audibly spat 
out his grass and giggled: "Seen Weepin' 
Jesus to-day.'' The giggle became infec-
tious. The Push went rrgularly to 
church, and on the previous Sunday the 
preacher had been a 'local' whom rightly 
or wrongly, we agreed with Jim in calling 
rt "hnmpin' hypocrite." At every preach-
ing he shed tears-generally during ser-
mon but sometimes dnring prayer. On 
one occasion. by a fortuitous concourse of 
circumstances, .Jriginating probably in a 
predilection for the pathetic Weepin's 
lrsson happened to be +hat pasRage of the 
New Testament which contains the short-
est text in the Bible. The coincidence 
delightec'l Ted, who straightway coined 
the nick-name, which in turn delighted us 
by reason of its alluring irreverence. It 
was Ted who now drawl~d "Did 'e arsk 
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orfter me ?" The giggle gasped itself 
into a chuckle. 
Usually a prayer-meeting was held at the 
close of the evening service, and in follow-
ing the custom, Old W eepin' specially in-
vited the Push to "remain behind,'' for, 
he said, we needed converting. Bashful 
in the presence of such public recognition 
of our merits, but too well-bred either to 
contradict our elders in church or to re-
fuse an invitation to anything, we natur-
;,lly stayed. An initial hymn was s11 ng-, 
prayers were dl'ered up for ')u:· speedy 
conversion, eaeh and several, and then 
followed an awkward pause. "Lord, an-
~wer prayer,'' urged an impatient brother. 
With elbows on our knees, heads in our 
hands, and with twitching feet. we found 
the interval oppressive. The compelling 
power of silence was becoming acutely 
felt, when by inspiration, Ted swung into 
a prayer-meeting chorns. ''Showers of 
blessing, showers of blessing we need,'' he 
volunteered, in his be.o t stockyard regis-
ter. The brethren ceased their silent 
wrestle with God to open shocked eyes. a 
wrinkled failUl e to grasp the situation 
showed for a time on their faces, and then 
one by one they quaveringly played up to 
Ted's lead. The Push welcomed the 
way of escape and sang lustily. "Praise 
God,'' ejaculated Weepin'; "Ah-h-men,'' 
rejoined Old Bill. No more inspirations 
were forthcoming and, probably growing 
conscious of the peculiar resistance offered 
by rough flooring boards to stiff knees, the 
preacher at length lingeringly arose and 
pronounced a masterful benediction. 
When after a few minutes of seasonable 
conversation with the brethren, Weepin' 
took hold of his horse and found the bit 
hanging loose, we coughed in sympathy 
"You always seem to do that here," he 
expostulated gently as he loosened the 
head stall and rammed the bit home. But 
we were properly shocked to hear him 
say ''Damn'' as he absent-mindedly set-
t] ed down in a saddle turned pommel to 
crupper. The influence of the spirit was 
evidently a very variable quantity, and to 
prevent its extinction Ted yelled "Halle-
lule-yah." Then we bolted. 
With the chuckle still rumbling in his 
throat and sputtering round his half-
chewed grass stalk, Jack stood up. 
stretched, and finally reclined against the 
old tree. "There's a bees' nest in Thom-
son's paddock; what's say we rob it?" 
"How big's the tree1" " 'Bout two 
foot.'' Oh, hell!'' declined Joe. The 
rest of us echoed Joe. 
But Jack was plainly bored stiff with 
'loafing round.' ''Well, old Walker's 
melons are ripe. They were eatin' some 
in the barn when I parssed this mornin' 
How about that ?" 
Now in our district property in melons 
is governed by a very dubious title deed. 
When the seed is planted, none can say fol'.' 
certain who will garner the crop, hence 
many expedients for hiding the location 
of the patch. Sometimes a -,vhole haH-
<tcre in the middle of a paddock of corn 
fails to come up-"bandicoots must 'a' 
grubbed the blamed stuff." Some.times 
<;very fifth row of pumpkim in certain 
parts of thL· corn comes np melon,,; and :!."or 
a considerable distance pumpkins are not 
vlanted in the other four; at other times 
the patch is plainly in evidence on the 
side of the paddock nearest to the house. 
In Walker's case, out of bravado, the 
patch was located on that side of ten 
acres of corn, which was furthest from. 
the road, and distant a good quarter of a 
mile from his home. Thus there seemNl 
to be nothing obviously wrong with Jack's 
suggestion and a good deal in its favour, 
especially the fact that Walker woulrl 
have been about the last man on earth to 
agree to Hop Sing's axiom: "When the 
stranger is in your melon patch, observe 
him not too closely; inattention is often 
the highest form of civility.'' As a suc-
cessful Christian, Walker had never at-
tempted to study the finer shades of 
heathen civility. Indeed, he had openly 
boasted that no thieving rogues would 
steal his melons that season. What self-
respecting Push could have refused the 
challenge? 
It was natural to ''race'' the distance 
and just as natural for Joe to ''win '' fo~ 
his mount was a fine active thing: only 
ten years old, and only three-quarter 
draught. We drew rein-i.e., ceased 
spurring---about half a mile from Walker's 
1md on the opposite side of the hill. From 
there a bush track led us to a point in th0 
road about half way down the patch of 
corn which guarded the melons. It was 
lucky that experience had taught us such 
caution, for tied up to the fence were nine 
horses, including a grey which snorted 
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nervously. The Thornley Push had fore-
stalled us l 
Ted drew a long bellicose breath. ''Sold, 
by cripes l '' Without professing entire 
agreement with Professor James ' inspira-
tional theory of genius, nevertheless, in 
the interests of Truth, it must be asserted 
that with these oracular words Ted receiv-
ed his second inspiration and thereby es-
tablished himselt as a leader among us. 
We listened to his plan, and straightway 
despised Hop Sing. Tying our horses in 
the scrub we disposed ourselves for battle. 
'l'he fence was of barbed wire. 
vVhere everyone knows everyone else's 
business much better than his own, as 
people do in our district, personal consid-
erations always enter into motives. In 
addition to this constant factor, how-
ever, every stray rule of convention 
seemed to demand that the 'l'hornleys 
should regard the W estleys with becoming 
disdain. Ours was the youngest Push in 
the district, as well as individually and 
collectively the one chronically nearest 
to the condition fatuously known at 
'' stoney.'' They rode their own horses, 
smoked their own tobacco, S\vaggered in 
their own leggings, bragged of their own 
exploits, and generally disported them 
f'elves as young bloods of old and high so-
<:irty. 'l'hey were mo;;tly grown men, 
>·ome of them married. We were still 
young enough to think that marriage 
ended all things. We considered our fun 
1 he more innocuous; they considered 
theirs the more mature. They were not 
impartial to Paul's advice to "try the 
spirits.'' We regarded Solomon's in-
structions for eyeing certain brilliantly 
coloured cups as evidential of genuine 
reformation and still relevant to problems 
vf Push ethics·. This personal and con-
ventional hostility were alike combined 
in the fact of their shaking melons in our 
haunts. It meant open war. 
Speed was essential. Walker's dogs 
were barking as only honest watch clogs 
can bark when not wanted to, and their 
snuffling whoofs were waxing nearer as 
they serenaded us from the hillside. In 
vie\\" of his boastings, it ·was to he ex-
lJected that sooner or later W alkcr would 
follow the business-like lead of his flogs, 
if he were not already on the warpath 
'there was no time to be lost. 
Bob and Jack ran quietly along the road 
to the end of the corn nearest the house, 
Bob having the voice most like old 
Walker's; Harry and Joe hastened to the 
other end of the corn, charged with the 
duty of imitating young Walker's fal-
setto ; Ted and Jim proceeded to ''fix'' 
the horses. 
On arriving at the edge of the melon-
patch, where the Thornleys were happily 
8electiug the finest specimens, Bob gave 
vent to a broadside of Walker's extra 
t:pecial, interspersed by terse enquiries 
as to the general character and parentage 
of the ---'s who shook melons. He'd 
fhow them! A second of intensesL 
silence-a yell. ''Holy Smokes l Walker l'' 
-then, as Bob and Jack began to blunder 
1 l]J'(mgh the vines, the Thornh,ys made a 
l1ee-line uown the patch. At thiH j1me-
t•ll'P Joe gave an answering falsetto yell 
rncl promised his Dad he'd show the 
devils, he would, by cripes ! 'l'he mano-
n1vre succeeded. The great Thornleys, 
t.he oldest and richest Push in the district. 
sLampeded straight at the corn. Crashes . 
curses, stumbles, grunts, ej'aculations. 
thuds, and the rattle of clods on the stalks 
marked a rapid progress. It's simply 
wonderful how a scared Push can scramble 
through a paddock of corn in the dark. 
Meanwhile Bob and Jack, after a part 
ing volley of clods, joined Joe and Harry 
on the far headland, and crossing the 
road, made back to Ted and Jim. Just in 
time. The old and young Walkers were 
recklessly deploying over the ploughed 
ground on the other side of the melons, 
:.weating brimstone as they rushed to 
battle. Our feelings were mixed. As a 
race against time, the affair was now ex-
eiting enough. On the other hand, while 
young Walker was piffling, old Walker, 
in anger was an unsafe man. We ex-
nlted in the stampede of the Thornleys, 
yet wer.e fearful of the consequences if 
\\Talker gained on them too quickly. In 
the end, the traditional feeings of hon-
our which are said to animate all spirited 
;.:·,,ntlemen of a cert~in occupation, gained 
the ascendancy, and, sinking personal con-
siderations for the time being, most of us 
whole-heartedly wished swifter speed to 
the Thornleys. It was a relief, therefore, 
1 , find that we had made mistakes. We 
i ad reckoned the horses would pull when 
The rush ca'me. They didn't. Panting 
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gasping, swearing fitfully, the Thornleys 
burst out of the corn at scattered inter-
·,'als and charged the fence. Over it, 
through it, under it, they vaulted, climbed, 
crept, rolled, and fell. As each gained 
the road he made for his horse, taking to 
it as he ran. Over went the reins in a 
jiffy; then an interval of confused ex-
clamations and flurried fumbling, and 
finally one after the other leapt into the 
::iaddle and galloped off. Only Ted was 
nally clisappointed; it was his plan, yon 
:;ce. He now explained that h.s ;nten-
tion was to slip the bits out of the 
horses ' mouths, reml3v~ the near stirrups, 
a"d hobble th0 horses with the leathers. 
While therefore the rest ot us felt a sneak-
ing admiration for the workmanlike way 
the Thornleys managed their affairs in a 
tight corner, Ted was audibly annoyed 
at the ''slippery blighters.'' ''Well, you 
just watch Smith," he promised viciously. 
tlmith was the owner of the grey, a fiery 
mare we had often envied, and the only 
eo1.1.e 'J'ed had found time to hobble. 
Now a bridle with a 'free' bit, a saddle 
witl. one stirrup and a spirited mare, ex-
cited and hobbled for the first time, form 
a nasty combination for a night ride, espec-
ially after a handful of noogoora burrs 
had been well and truly placed under the 
:;adde cloth. The grey simply hated the 
:~rrangement. At the first mad rip of the 
npurs she made a furious bound, then 
reared in perplexity, only to lash out 
fiercely at the too-solicitous burrs. Smith 
was unprepared and narrowly averted ''a 
buster." Then he savagely jagged his 
useless bit, filled the air with strange 
oaths, and spurred again. Rearing, buck-
ing, snorting-three times the grey 'come 
down' on her knees, each time, to recover 
herself by a peculiar plunge, and a balan-
cing rush of her hindlegs. Inspired by 
,;.i5l:.t, sound, and imagination, Jack drew 
on the stores of his reminiscences, and 
keeping time with the grey softly crooned 
"See saw, see saw, now we're up and 
clown, see saw, see saw, now we're off to 
Thornley town.'' Improvisation, however, 
was never his strong point. 
At this stage Walker arrived at the 
fence, breathless. In a respectable sketch 
·walker would have been desecrihed as a 
''choleric old gentleman.'' Now he was 
mad as a skinned snake. Levelling his 
muzzle loader in the general direction 
of Smith's junction with the saddle, he 
let fly. Luckily for the rider, at the mo-
ment of explosion, the Laws of rhythm de-
manded that the grey's hindquarters 
should be in the ascendant, and the charge 
of coarsely ground rock salt caught 
her fairly in what was evidently a 
tender spot. With one terrific agonized 
leap she burst the hobbles and galloped 
after her friends, though the irregularity 
of the hoofbeats showed that Smith was 
having a rough passage. 
After getting his seat, aud during the 
whole exhibition, Smith, with the splen-
did nerve of a modern psalmist, cursed 
Walker and Walker's family, his grand-
sire and his sire, his ancestry and his pos-
terity unto the third and fourth genera-
tions. Tormented still by a thin, vindic-
tive voice, which continued to hurl back 
vague insinuations and cursory descrip-
tions and ''choking with righteous 
anger, '' poor old Waker dazedly scratched 
his trousers. ''Well, by God,'' he gasped. 
If this were an esgay in realism, no 
doubt \V alker should HOW scout round, 
lanterns should gleam, dogs should dis~ 
cover our hiding place, and finally we 
should be made to scurry off in the dark-
ness. None of these things happened. 
Evido:mtly suff2ri11g from acute Smithiti'S. 
old Walker seemed to feel the need of 
quiet and snapped into oblivion all young 
·walker's excited suggestions. Eventually 
father and son 1Yent home, alternately 
kicking the dogs and vowing vengeance 
on Smith in language which was '' fre-
quent and painful and free.'' 
After a decent interval we profession-
ally inspected the scene of operations. 'l'he 
trophies of battle included three samples 
of cotton tweed from the fence, two pipes, 
one pocket knife, a fig (evidently from 
,Jack's place), and, leaning against a post, 
a bag of three melons, tapped and lus-
cious. Some brazen hardcase had held to 
his bag all through the corn and presum-
ably had been prevented from getting 
avvay with the swag only by Walker's 
rapid advance, and the confusion caused 
by the missing stirrup. Thus 'l'cd war;: 
justified, and found peace. At his sug-
gestion we bivouacked on the spot an<l 
<.:onsnmed the melons with many chnck-
ling snspirations. ''By cripes ! they got 
a scare, but that chap Smith can ride." 
Such was Jack's first impersonal judg . 
Octooor, 1917. UNIVERSITY MAGAZIN:IJ:. 11 
ment as, up to his ears in a juicy semi-
circle, he gouged the last streaming 
mouthful out of the last possible slice. 
With a sigh of repletion and respect we 
agreed, and, since Jack had strongly em-
phasised the last word of his pronounce-
ment, Smith was thus accorded the highest 
verbal diploma of the Push. 
To obliterate compromising evidence 
the skins were hidden in the scrub, lrnt 
Walker sometimes still wonderingly tells 
of finding three pieces of cotton-t\1. eed 
and a ripe fig fastened to the front gate-
post with a pocket knife. If he only kn~w 
it, they were a votive offering to the god 
of war. The pipes we kept to stupefy the 
god of peace-and bees! 
'' DRYASDUS'l'.'' 
Third Term Sonnets. 
By "Whale-Dweller." 
No frantic word or foolish boast 
Will save you from the fatal post. 
-Old English Proverb. 
I. 
The murk of night still darkens all the sky, 
The very fowls are silent all around, 
When suddenly breaks forth the jingling sound 
Of my alarm clock ringing out close by. 
Then I awake, and with a smothered cry, 
Of execration, out of bed I bound 
And seek the nearby bathroom, towel-wound, 
Lest sleep should overtake me as I lie. 
Then to my books I do myself betake 
And stew and grind at them with purpose firm, 
Though I must fight to keep myself awake 
Against the deadly sleeping-sickness germ, 
While all the time my consciousness I rake 
:B'or reasons why I didn't work last term. 
II. 
Confound it now! There goes the breakfast bell; 
1 have been working since the rising sun. 
There is another chapter to be done; 
And none of those I've done I know too well. 
This early morning working is a sell. 
He has indeed a funny sense of fun 
Who sets us work of which we can do none, 
And in third term a class will calmly tell 
To do four Logic questions in a week. 
But now 'tis breakfast, and I rush below; 
I waste no time; no single word I speak, 
But shovel food in fast as I can go. 
The scalding porridge burns me to the core. 
1 think, "Why did I loaf the term before?" 
III. 
I still have got an hour or so to spare 
Ere the work-greedy lecturers I brave; 
Alas! it is the time when I must shave, 
Must brush my teeth, and part my shining hair, 
Adjust the tie and collar I must wear. 
The thought of this does make me fairly rave-
That I the pressing claims of work should waive 
Which at this time should be my only care. 
But soon a remedy for this I find-
A shaving-glass with text book propped beside, 
And as I turn to fix some word in mind 
The razor glancing slices off my hide. 
Then as I writhe like spade-bisected worm, 
I ask myself, "Why did I loaf last term?" 
IV. 
Now lectures are a waste of time indeed-
I've more work now than i will ever learn. 
To whatsoever subject I may turn 
I flnd I've got more notes than I can read. 
Some lucky chance must help me in my need 
ln next November. 0, my heart does yearn 
To take the whole collection up and burn 
It in consuming flame, and that with speed. 
Alas! forever in my mind will float 
A recollection of surpassing pain 
Of proses done within the ferry-boat, 
Umbrella-sheltered in the pouring rain. 
I think as on my notebook's page I pore 
"0, why on earth did I not work before?" 
v. 
A threecourse meal is heavy on the chest; 
My trouser's band is feeling very tight, 
And my intelligence is far from bright; 
I cannot say I'm working with a zest. 
I still must struggle on though I "go West." 
My eyes are aching from the the glaring li3ht 
Blazing upon the text-book's black and white; 
My tortured soul is crying out for rest. 
Each toiler drops his boots outside his door 
And shows thereby his evening's work is done. 
I, reeling, drag myself across the floor 
Just as I hear a weary clock strike one. 
And as I sleep, each loud-resounding sncre, 
Re echoes this, "Why did I loaf before?" 
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A Stygian Relic. 
A correspondent writes: A friend of 
mine, on diplomatic service ir_ Italy, was 
lately in the neighboUl'hood of Mount V '!-
suvins when foe volcano was i11 slight 
< rup·i,ion. To his amazement he saw a 
srnal; le:iflrt fil<tter dow11 fror1 th'..! summit 
to his feet. On examining it, he found it 
to be the charred remains of an Infernal 
concert programme. 'l'he follo-\\ ing was 
all that could be der:iphere<l :-
ACHERONTIAN THEATRE. 
Da(te). lst Aeon, Eternity. 
(Under the) patronage of His Ub'i(quitous) 
Maj.) Meph. 
Admittance, 3 2, 1 ob(ols.) 
Smoking allo;ved. 
Programme--Part 1. 
1.-(0ver)ture: "Hexentanz," by combin 1 
orch(estra, under) baton of Dr. H. Faust. 
2.-Song, "Boat Song," by Charon. 
3.-Monologue, by Pluto and Perse(phone.) 
(4.) 
(5.) 
Interval, 400 years. 
Refreshments obtainable at Hotel de St.yx 
opp (osite.) Brimstone supplied. Bring your 
own tre ( acle.) 
Part II. 
(6.) 
7.-Tableaux Vivants, by Recent Ar(rivals.) 
8.-Coon song, "Down by Dat River," by Black 
Souls. 
(9.) Song, "What's the matter with Stanley?" 
by Demosth(enes.) 
10.-Trio, unaccompanied, by Cerberus. 
Try our special Hell-fire Cocktail. 
Hotel de Styx. (Under State management.) 
"The Heroic Grief. 
Trans. from the French, by Cpl. Augstein. 
Woman! Oh thou, whose brave and holy name, 
Shall live thro' calmer days that draw near 
with the spring, 
Tho' Death about thy lover fold his azure 
wing, 
Grieve not; he lies swathed in his cloak of 
fame. 
See, thou hast known it! As thy body fair, 
Burns with the scented sachets that thy gar-
ments hide, 
E'en so, the wond'rous names of those who 
died, 
Perfume the passionate, pulsating air. 
Weep not, above thy sobbing, three-stringed 
lyre, 
Those mortals whom they love, the Gods with 
sorrow bless. 
Above thy forehead, Woman, without bitterness 
Lift up thy sadness as a vase of fire! 
Classical Cullings. 
Mere scientists and engineers \would-
be ones) think that our lectures must reach 
the limit of boredom, jU<l ~in g J.Wrha ps by 
the air of some of our] e. ch~n:rs, " .'.\hddled 
Mick'' and '' 'Eavenly Helton,'' to take 
two samples. Indeed, just ,it present (in 
view of the ne-w bachelor tax ': : at least 
two of our lecturers are preparing '' pul-
cherrimas (?) quasdam in rr«ttrimonimn 
ducere. '' So when they come late for lec-
tures, forget their ( ?) notes, and do many 
other thingB that a man in his right senses 
would not do, we excu8e them with a 
smile. However, we realise that we mus~ 
not treat such serious matters a8 jok<~s, 
and we take this opportunity of express-
ing our deep sympathy for the two victims. 
Nevertheless, we do have our little j ·1kes 
and plenty of them. 'l'he scicntisls and 
greasers are standing jokes for us; Lh•:n 
there are the jokes that come and go, like 
Bertie 's "mo." 
One day we were told by our 
respected Professor that the Roman 
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and Greek orators learnt dancing 
to improve their delivery and 
gcst nr<'s. W c have been wondering 
ever since whether .J. I1. M. gives his lec-
tnrrs with his hands on his hip,<; because 
in his young days he learnt the Highland 
Fling. Another day he referred to the 
"great old fa11acy of schoolmasters (and 
lecturers), when they tell their pupils that 
that need to "spur" themselves a little 
more. We ourselves have since profited 
by this admission . especially with regard 
to Latin proses due on Wednesdays ("and 
won't take them later!'') We hereby offer 
the advice to others not to be persuaded 
by this shameful fallacy. The same 
"joker" once confessed to us that even hP, 
in his young days used to compose his 
proses of phrases taken from classical 
·writers; but we are of the opinion that 
even if he lived to be a hundred, our know-
ledge of the classics would not be suffi 
cient to enable us to perform that desir-
able feat. "Unde sequitur" that we shall 
not get "Firsts," although we have done 
all our phiosophy essays, except one. 
''Stan'' seems to have a rooted dislike 
for the mock heroics. Empire-shouting, 
and self-booming of Demosthenes. One 
wonders that he does not join the noble 
society of "I-Wont-Works." It would 
have many advantages for his hard-
worked students, especially if the Cum-
sor were to seize all his private papers in-
cluding the prose and essay m~rks 
("which are all taken into account in your 
exam!") 
We appreciate onr lecturers' good sense 
on several matters. One is their consistent 
refusal to allow women members of the 
classes io bring their canine pets into lec-
tures. It is quite embarassing enough to 
stand up and lecture before a room half 
full of. charming females, without having 
a dog m each corner eyeing you with evi-
dent fore-relish, and anoth~r under the · 
table laughing and clapping on the table-
leg ·with its tail every time you crack a 
joke. · ·· : 
Thus you see that there are many things 
besides women and wine (we leave 
"song" to the members of the other facul-
ties, especially Breswood), to brighten the 
Jife of the clasical student, and apart from 
the evident superiority of the subjects 
from the point of view of culture, to place 
it on a higher plane than that of the 
''practical'' scientist. 
JUVENIS GLORIOSUS. 
A Strip of Lawn. 
'Twas when upon the verdant white-lined court 
The which bad John y·rolled with mickle care, 
When Elsie fair was joying in her sport; 
Nor heeding she the zephyrs that her hair 
Bewitchingly disordered-sight so rare 
That Jove looked down thereon all rapturously; 
'Twas then, when time and circumstance were 
fair 1 ~,i 
Towards his design, her kerchief fell, and be 
Fast hasting, gained the prize, and stole it 
privily. ·i i!focl 
A prize it was to him of thousand joys, 
Though but a square of lawn to baser men. 
Him thought that when he viewed it her sweet 
voice , : ·' ~'I 1f!I 
Her phoenix form, her matchless grace, all 
them · 1 • J ~ ~\~ ~f~ 
His inward fancy saw. 
The border with a fair design was fraught, 
Like to a dream-seen thing beyond the ken 
Of mortals when they wake; and when he 
sought 
In letters of white silk there "Elsie" was 
y-wrought. 
From it he thus ethereal pleasures gained, 
But many woes material too were eased; 
If that by overwork his sense was pained 
Such perfume delicate could be released 
Unto his eager nostrils, which increased 
In their enjoyment still, as oft is blown 
Across a bank of sweet peas all well pleased 
To share their sweetness from the earth up· 
grown. 
So could this kerchief small still banish all my 
moan. ; 'F ·S~ 
. -~ -· - . _.-cT~--· ,., ... J-~p 
Or if we sported for our skill's increase '·' ·' 
And smote with racquet wove with cat-gut 
strong. 
The white elusive sphere, Ayres' masterpiece, 
' 
'·· - , I • '_J 
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And stifled many a curse that struggled long 
To launch itself, but which we checked, 'twas 
wrong 
And of our sporting weary we became 
And slackly played, expectant of the gong, 
To him her kerchief was a clock of fame, 
-. 
For by its simple sight the hour he could name. 
And still the prize upon his heart he bore, 
And still he viewed it tenderly each day, 
And still that he should never part he swore 
With it, his joy, his life, his truth, his way. 
And if perchance the thought of how much pay 
He used to draw, or if Novembrish care 
Oppressed his soul, this could his grief allay, 
To gaze enraptured on her kerchief rare, 
And visualise her form, light-floating in the 
air. 
A word to damsels shall conclude my lay, 
To all that at 'the Uni. there may be; 
Shun you all tennis from this very day 
v;rith naughty men, who, as no doubt you see, 
Are masters in the art of rookerie. 
Shun them, I say, unles you are content 
To be despoiled of your property. 
Refrain from kerchiefs, too, of fragrant scent, 
Lest he should wish to steal, who'd had no such 
intent. 
Twelfth Night 
(Contributed.) 
(The following critique has been writ-
ten by a professional actor, from a purely 
professional standpoint, and we are ob-
liged to him for it.-Ed.) 
The Queensland University Dramatic 
Society presented Shakespeare's delight-
ful comedy, "Twelfth Night," to a large, 
fashionable, and friendly audience on the 
night of 8th September. at the South Bris-
bane Technical College Hall, and the play-
ers are to be complimented for their enter-
prise and congratulated for giving a most 
intelligent and text-perfect rendering of 
one of the most difficult of all Shake-
speare's comedies. 
As a performance of the play, much per-
force was wanting, and we would suggest 
that in any future efforts of the society 
where realistic scenery cannot be obtained 
that the whole play should be produced in 
dark hangings-as was done recently in 
Melbourne, by a world-renowned trage-
dian- and styled a ''reading,'' thus 
avoiding the destruction of illusions 
caused by the same common ''set'' doing 
duty for numerous apartments. The cos-
tuming was good, but did not represent 
any one period, but many periods. and the 
dresses worn by Viola and Sebastian 
lacked picturesqueness. 
The arrangement of the play followed 
the original text. but Viola, Sebastian, and 
the thread of the story suffered by the 
omission of Scene 2, Act 2, and Scene 3. 
Act 4. The whole comedy was attacked 
by the Society from the viewpoint of 
the student, not of the actor. In present-
ing plays of Shakespeare's our University 
students should bear in mind that the 
author was himself a professional player. 
who wrote plays to be acted as a money -
making scheme. Stage "business" in the . 
production under review was entirely 
lacking. Much of the business is, of 
course, traditional, but much more is sug-
gested in the lines. The material at the 
disposal of the society is remarkably good, 
and under efficient stage management-of 
which- in the true sense of the term-
there was none, we feel certain the mem-
bers would give performances that would 
bear comparison with many professional 
companies. Mr. 0. F. Blakey appeared as 
the Duke Orsino, and looked well as a 
duke, but was unconvincing as a lover, his 
make-up being a trifle weighty for thP 
Romeo-dispositioned Orsino. Mr. Blakev's 
austerity of manner injured his rom~n­
cings; he failed to make enough of his 
anger in the last scene, and did not convev 
the idea that he would sacrifice Viola i~ 
his jealous rage, nor did he, hy tone or 
manner, make any apology on discovering 
his error; but his bearing was manly and 
his diction a treat. Mr. J. F. Davidson did 
his best with Sebastian, but was unsuited 
to the Viola of the cast. The supposed 
likeness of the twins has always been a 
stumbJin g block in the play. It has been 
surmounted by aliowing a lady of similar 
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proportions to play Sebastian, or (as was 
clone in New York) by allowing Viola to 
play both parts until the scene in which 
the twins meet. The actress is thus given 
a great opportunity and the audience are 
correspondingly in the dark until the de-
nouement. 
Mr. Gee is to be complimented on his ap-
pearance as Antonio. He could afford to 
play the part with more breadth, and he 
lialted in his lines in upbraiding Viola-
l1is best chance in the play. Mr. Herzig 
did the little he had to do as the sea cap-
tain like a scholar; and Valentine and 
Curio were handsome '' gentlemenn, '' even 
if their co13tumes were ages apart. We 
would like to see the gentleman who 
played the Officer and the Priest in larger 
parts. He has the appearance for a mati-
nee idol. Mr. Watson as Sir Toby Belch 
was far too youthful. Sir Toby was "Fal· 
staffian,'' older and much more besotted 
than Mr. Watson made him, and the arti-
fice of giving Sir Toby a black eye in the 
closing scene was unworthy of so prornis-
in g an actor. This part, and also Sir An-
drew, were not nearly so prominent as 
they they should have been owing to thP 
Jack of "business" spoken of before, and 
Sir Toby was guilty of an anachronism in 
smoking. Sir Andrew (why Agg-ue, by 
the way?). in the hands of Mr. Henry, 
wanted finish. Sir Andrew was a fool, but 
not the gawk Mr. Henry depicted. He 
would have got much more fun by suggest-
ing his capability to execute galliards, 
'' carantos, '' '' cinque-paces'' and so fol-
lowing. But according to their reading 
of the parts both of these gentlemen gave 
consistent performances, and with Feste. 
were responsible for most of the fun. and 
incidentaly much of the success of the 
piece. Of Mr. Gasteen 's Feste much can be 
said, and most of it flattering. Mr. Gas-
tecn was guilty of the "atrocious crime of 
being a young man,'' which of course he 
will neither "palliate nor deny," but with 
restraint wonld give excellent representa-
t.i ons of Shakespeare's clowns. (We would 
like to see him as Lanncelot Gobbo). If 
Mr. Gasteen will carefully study the 
clown's lines he will see that a young man 
eonlcl not be such a philosopher. nor have 
heen ''a fool that the Lady Olivia's father 
took much delight in." More deference in 
his manner to the Countess would have 
po]ishr<l his bright essay. He rendered the 
songs admirably, but "0, Mistress Mine," 
would have been better sung seated at 
the table, to his own lute accompaniment, 
to the simple melody so long identified 
with it. Mr. Cooling's music had Shake-
spearean atmosphere, but Mr. Gasteen, by 
singing it at the footlights, with extem 
pore steps, suggested the music ha11. and 
was away from the spirit of the piece; and 
we cannot forgive topical verses or loca~ 
gags; they were not only in ban taste. 
but inexcusable from the months ot <;tu-
dents of our greatest dramatist-( see 
Hamlet's advice to the player: "Let those 
that play your clowns," et seq.) 
Mr. Briggs, as Fabian, gave one of the 
best performances in the play. A thank-
less part, well handled. 
Malvolio was undertaken by Mr. George 
Cooling. For an amateur he did very wdl. 
Malvolio has been portrayed during this 
generation by some of our foremost actors 
(the late Sir Beerbohm Tree bein~ the 
most successful) and many have failed in 
the part; therefore, if Mr. Cooling ap-
peared to be more Mr. Cooling than Mal· 
volio he merey failed to climb heights 
that others have been unable to scale. Un-
less the representative of Malvolio haR all 
the tricks of the actor's trade at his finger-
tipR it is difficult for him to convey in his 
earlier scenes that he is "sick of selt-
love": but in the drinking scenc--(Mal-
volio should have worn a gown here)-Mr. 
Cooling showed no amazed indignati<m at 
the insults he received. True, the insults 
were mildly given-we missed the "Satur 
day. Sunday, Monday"-the joining of 
hands, the dancing round Malvolio ; in 
fact, the "rough house" treatment the 
steward usually receives, so that MalvoHo 
had no help from his confreres. Sir Toby 
gave no point to "Ar't any more than n 
steward?" or to "Go. rub your chain with 
crumbs!" which plainly show Malvolio 
their estimation of his position, so that Mr. 
Cooling had small opportunity to turn his 
back on the knights and vent his displea-
irnre on the underling Maria. In the gar-
den. although Mr. Coolinp: did not "prac- · 
tisP behaviour to his own Rhadow, ''he was 
flt his beRt, and his excellence in this scene 
and the one in which he appears "cross· 
v.artered" before Olivia, makes us think 
there must have been contributing causes 
that made his performance so uneven. 
Ill the fourth act, by making Malvolio nn-
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seen, Mr. Cooling was given no chance-in 
any case Mr. Gas teen 's ''gags'' spoilt the 
scene entirely-in fact, as played, it would 
have been better "not undertook"-but 
there was no excuse for Mr. Cooling's fail-
ure to rise to heights in his indignation 
and rage at his final exit. We think Mr. 
Cooling undertook too much. His Jack-in-
the-box exits and entrances to direct the 
orchestra detracted from his Malvolio, 
who is one night's work for any grown 
man. Miss de Stokar is fully qualified to 
lead that well-balanced orchestra from 
the piano, without a conductor's aid. 
Miss Fitzpatrick was a splendid 
figure as the Countess Olivia, 
though she was not sufficiently 
sad in manner in the earlier scenes, 
for one who had suffered so much. Her 
dress should have been more sombre in 
the same scenes. Miss Fitzpatrick did not 
seem seized of the fact of Olivia's seven 
years' vow. Olivia is very, very difficult 
for any amateur. She has to show the dif-
ference between her grief for her brother's 
death and the grief that follows her re-
jected advances, her love at first sight, her 
varying suppressed emotions, until her 
outburst of joy at Sebastian's "Madam, I 
will.'' After that she is fairly easy, al-
though Miss Fitpatrick, with Sebastian, 
suffered through the omission of the wed-
ding scene. It is difficult to criticise Miss 
Moore 's Viola from anything but an ama-
teur standpoint. Miss Moore is deserving 
of sympathy. Of all the performers she 
fared worst through lack of scenery, cos-
tumes, and effects, to say nothing of the 
non-illusory Sebastian. Her Viola was 
nearly strangled at its birth, so to speak, 
by appearing before the tableau curtains 
in front of the· proscenium line, thus 
throwing her at once out of .the picture. 
'rhere was no suggestion of shipwreck in 
her costume, so in the circumstances she 
may be pardoned for having no grief for 
her brother in her voice. As Cesario, Miss 
Moore did not suggest the immensity of 
the sacrifice she was making when plead · 
ing to another of her own sex for the man 
she loved. The gentle, loving Viola was 
missing in her first interview with Olivia 
-(it was unfortunate for both the veiling 
was bungled)-the keynote of which, as 
read by Miss Moore, was modern rudeness. 
Miss Moore did not express by ''Let me 
see your face,'' her anxiey to compare her-
self with her unconscious rival. There was 
no despondency on seeing the beauteous 
Olivia unveiled. ''Excellently done,' ' 
should be breathless admiration; ''If 
Ilea v 'n did all" spoken half aside: Defi-
cient power of elocution made the famous 
''Willow cabin'' and also ''She never told 
her love'' impressionless. In lighter vein 
Miss Moore was better, although there 
was none of the assumption of swagger 
usually employed by comediennes after 
discarding their ''maiden weeds,'' and 
had the performers known the business of 
the duel scene she would have scored 
heavily. As it was, she was the central 
figure of the situation. In the last scene 
.Miss Moore seemed easier; probably the 
goal was in sight, and she felt a load lifted 
from her shoulders. The remarks anent 
Malvolio apply also to Viola. It is a part 
in which many celebrated actresses have 
failed. Miss Moore brought to her ar-
duous task a vivacious, magnetic and 
pleasing personality that charmed her 
audience, but in the eyes of the critic she 
charmed as herself, not as Viola. Miss 
Alice H. Mills, as Maria, the sweet ''Pen-
thesilea,'' was all that could be desired 
in dress, manner, and appearance. She 
could have been a little more familiar with 
Sir Toby, considering their after relatiom;, 
but that was a very minor detail, not a 
fault. Her portrayal of Maria stood out 
as the most meritorious of the evening 
Although apparently slightly nervous in 
the opening scene, this quickly wore off. 
She spoke her lines with ''good accent and 
good discretion,'' did not fall into the 
common error of making Maria an up-to-
date soubrette, in order to force the fun, 
and was well worthy of her place as tire-
woman to the dignified Countess. She 
missed no point of the comedy, her per-
formance being equal to that of many pro-
fessionals, and her future appearances in 
legitimate drama should b.e worth see-
ing. The orchestra was not the least 
pleasant part of the entertainment; the 
overture and incidentals, appropriate and 
we U rendered. 
We have written at length on the per-
formance for the love we bear William 
Shekespeare. If the players consider that 
the criticism is severe, we vvould remind 
them that we think that, as players, they 
are worthy of criticism. We also regard 
our young Queensland University highly, 
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and we expect our scholars to set a high 
standard in everything they undertake. It 
ii; from this point we have written impar· 
tially, and impersonally, not one of the 
performers being known to u&. From an 
amateur standpoint the performance was 
remarkably good, and is well worth re-
peating in a well-appointed theatre, where 
attention could be given to realistic 
scenery and lighting effects. We wish the 
society all good fortune, congratulate 
them on the amount of hard work, well 
done, the success that attended their en-
deavours, and look forward with pleasur-
able anticipation to their next production. 
Pars. 
A certain classics student, eYidently in 
joyous anticipation of Long Vac., was 
heard the other day to express himself 
with much feeling as follows: 
"Ultima Cumbraei venit pars saevitiarum; 
Per longos menses, rui Cumbraee, vale." 
Shades of V ergil and Catullus ! 
From yesterday's daily: 'An Order in 
Council has been issued amending Clauses 
18 and 19 of the schedule to the Industrial 
Arbitration Act of 1916, by making provi-
sion for the granting of licences to Univer-
sity students to work on certain condi-
tions, etc., Just another privilege for the 
''gown''! Some have worked hitherto, and 
some haven't. Perhaps ''Clauses 18 and 
19'' will clear the minds of those who had 
doubts as to the dignity of labour. 
According to a Press report one of the 
"illuminati" recently used the word 
"Pooh-bah," which apparently signifies 
one who undertakes the combined respon-
sibilities and labours appertaining to ''a 
wife, comrade, mate, lover, housekeeper, 
:financier, baker and scrubber." '!'he word 
sounds apt and looks well, when spelt with 
a capital P; but does the fact of its being 
used in authoritative circles sanction its 
general use~ Neither Chaucer nor 
Charles Garvice use the word-nor can I 
find it in "Webster's." 
'!'hose among us who are making an 
heroic attempt to cram the work of three 
terms into three weeks will feel indebted 
to Mr. Cumbrae-Stewart for using his in-
fluence on our behalf. Fancy, we are go-
ing to have a ''special camp'' all on our 
own! Just the thing to take away the 
bitterness of the examination period. 
-(Contributed.) 
On the Utilisation of Sewage by Phosphate. 
(Extracted from the "Chemical Society Journal" 
of 1916; Being a Composition by Two Scientific 
Idiots Read at the Chemical B. Club of 1869.) 
THE CLEARANCE OF THE WATERS. 
There is not in the wide world a water so sweet 
As the effluent liquid when sewage we treat; 
Oh! the last trace of organic foulness departs 
With the charm our alumina phosphate imparts. 
We reek not that Nature has shed o'er these 
drinks, 
Her foulest of products, her vilest of stinks, 
To pollute the soft magic or streamlet or rill; 
We make them salubrious and exquisite still. 
We render the water as wholesome as beer, 
And make each dear ton of the solid more dear; 
And thus we the best charms of Nature im-
prove, 
And Mg2 N.H.4 P.O. 4 remove. 
Sweet alumina phosphate, how calm could we 
rest, 
By the side of a drain with the drink we love 
best, 
If Bazalgette, Hawksley, and Denton would 
cease, 
And our stuff wiL..i the sewage were mingled 
in peace. 
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Music as a Subject for Education. 
By Geo. Sampson, F.R.C.O. 
To sum up :-Humanity has no means 
of communication without expression. 
Expression is good or bad according to 
the right emphasis at the right time. 'l'wo 
masters control this outward sign-The 
Head (pure intellect) and the Heart (pure 
sentiment). 
'l'he Head is blind both to goodness and 
beauty. Therefore it is useless to train 
the Head as far as good expression is con-
cerned. Its training consists of acquired 
intellectual and technical knowledge. 
The Heart-the rightful lord of man 
the seer of visions, the immortal part of 
man, the seat of real life and vitality, the 
source of action, the animating or essential 
part, "the hidden soul of harmony"-
this must be disciplined and trained. For 
this work there is no subject or medium 
more fitted thun music, which demands, 
first and last, the power to feel, will, per-
ceive. and imagine. 
Having led you to these conclusions, I 
cannot do better than quote an ancient 
authority and a modern one to enforce 
them. Plato, centuries ago, said:-
''Music is the finest education that a State 
can give its children"; and a modern 
.I<-,rench millionaire, a contractor for rail-
ways and roads, states :-'' ·what is chiefly 
needed in the industrial pursuits is a 
knowledge of rhythmical movement. As 
rhythm is the principal base of music, I 
have decided to introduce music in ali 
the industrial enterprises with which I 
am connected. I tried it in the Pyren-
ees, where we have built roads and 
bridges. 'l'he result is simply amazing.'' 
Here we have the experience and testi-
mony of a successful business man of the 
world, no dreamer or bookworm. 
And now you might quite fairly turn on 
me and say:-'' What is all this talk in the 
air abont ~ Look at the small value set 
upon Music as a subject for education by 
all the educational authorities in the 
world.'' There can be no doubt that 
these authorities have relegated Music 
like Cinderella, to the kitchen; but the 
fault is not with the educational author-
ities, it lies with the musical authorities. 
As long as our masters and pastors in 
Music ignore the urgent and insistent n·~t~d 
of the spiritual control of expression; as 
long as their examinations deal only with 
the Commercial Head and leave unprobed 
the Spiritual Heart; so long will M11sit· he 
rightly left alone by educational author-
ities. ''By their fruits ye shall kuow 
them." Musicians are not specially known 
for their strength of characte: or win -
ni 11g manner, and, if general edueaf.on has 
failed to light the lamp of imagination, 
mu..:ical education, by our bad and hap-
hazar\] system of teaching hy mimicry, 
gl'ts :;)OOr results as far as wi:. power is 
Cf1ucernec1. Still, my experienee serves to 
show that an unselfish musician has higher 
< nd more refined tastes than the average 
man or woman As it is, we huild upon 
sm1d ; awl if a real musician appears in 
this world it is llut by design that he does 
so, but l-y ch:u~l'e. I am not speaking 
·without knowle·.1ge, for, on looking back 
to my student days. 1 can affirm that never 
once wr.s ! eorre•'.ted or reproved by my 
mash;rs for a false emphasis, and I am 
sadly a'rnr1• that .I must have 1:rnde thous-
ands. ·what sho11lcl we think of a profes-
sor of. Greek or m1y other language who 
could sit h sil1mce ''bile false quan1 i.ties 
were ]1atteri1 I g· his Par~ r 
Oul'.' text-books are either silent on this 
vital question or grossly false. 'l'he most 
notorious text-book upon ' 'expression,'' 
quoted and followed by the multitude, is 
one written by a Frenchman, Lussy. This 
is how Lussy arrives at his so-called con-
clusions and rul·es. In his preface he 
says that, to find the fundamental rules 
of musical expression, he listened for 
twenty years attentively to the first ar-
tists, marking notes and passages that 
seemed to impress them. He then com-
pared different annotations and accentua-
tions given by eminent professors in the 
works of Beethoven, &c. By these means 
he found that in similar passages and 
identical situations artists and professors 
made use of identical expression. 
Exactly! And after thirty-fivi:i years' 
experience with all sorts and conditions 
of musicians, I have observed identically 
the same thing, but draw an entirely op-
posite conclusion. We might as well ex-
amine and compart> the actions and orin-
ions nf the erf'atnre to find the Creator. 
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No wm1cler that the collective evidence 
of what infirm human nature and obstin-
ate human mechanism always do under 
certain circumstances results in lavvs 
without reason and rules without sense. 
Lussy never mentions the wishes or opin-
ions of the Composers. These, poor fel-
lows, are passed over in favour of the too-
often vain, strutting, self-opinionated per-
former, whose technical ability is usually 
far in advance of his spiritual ability, and 
whose soul could no more create the vis-
ion of beauty he pretends to gild than 
could that of any of his listeners. 
It would be both interesting and profit-
able to review the history of this tyranny 
of performers over our educational ideas, 
but my time is too limited. Of this I 
am certain, they have exercised a malig -
nant and obstructive influence over musi-
cal education up to this day. It is a 
common thing to hear musicians say, "I 
am waiting to hear Professor Twankey or 
Madame Spankey play or sing this before 
I practise it.'' Imitation and mimicry! 
Music is entirely different from other 
arts in the fact that the composer is 
powerless without the practical artist. 'l'he 
great painter paints his pictnres for all to 
see, but the great musician's tone pictures 
lie buried and valueless with<>ut the in-
terpretative artist. That being so, what 
a demand is made upon those performers I 
They must not only have a perfectly re-
sponsive machine, but they must see the 
picture eye to eye with the composer. They 
must empty themselves of self and lavish 
all their enthusiasm upon the composer. 
I can sympathise with the teachers who, 
depending for their living upon pupils, 
allow the non-musical side of music to 
have its way; but what can we say about 
musical professors at universities and col-
leges, and writers of text-books, who, in-
::.tead of proclaiming with all their power 
that no one is a musician unless his soul 
has been disciplined to see visions and to 
control emphasis and time. spend their 
energies upon purely material things, and, 
when they touch the expressive side of 
music, treat the subject childishly? 
Do we realise the meaning of this ?- The 
power to put the right emphasis at the 
right time. 
If we have the spiritual power to do 
thiR, we are masters not only of ourselves 
but of the world. I have given you an 
example in horseraeing. It applies to 
much more serious things. 
We have all heard or read the expres-
sion, ''The hour and the man''; in other 
words, the right time and the right 
strength. 'l'he dreadful war which is 
raging will be won or lost by this power. 
Think of the power over time demanded 
by a great general who is harassed by 
smaller souls, that are impatient at loss of 
life and urge him to action. He wait::: 
unperturbed for weeks, nay months, until 
the right time to strike comes. Pray 
God the Hour has not already struck and 
the Mau been lacking. 
We talk of free will. Most of us have as 
much free will as the driven horse. We 
find it easier to imitate. We find it easier 
to follow the line of least resistance. Let 
the timid spirit, so carefully buried be-
neath the trivialities and artificialities of 
life, try to break the bonds that bind it 
down. It will find, at first, so great a 
resistance aud the effort so futile that the 
poor thing will shrink back again discom. 
tited and discouraged. It is therefore the 
soul that musical teachers must encourage 
and develop, and the only way to do so is 
by insisting upon its facing the discom-
fort, the disappointments, the travail it 
goes through before it can triumph iu any 
measure. 
The contrast between the true and the 
false in musical education might well be 
summed up in the following paraphrase 
of Ruskin's words:-
''False musical education is a delight-
ful thing, and warms you, and makes you 
every day think more of yourself, avoid-
ing the blessed and strengthening pain 
of finding out when you are a fool; true 
musical education turns a searchlight 
upon ignorance and faults, and makes you 
every clay think better of mnsic and worse 
of yourself.'' 
'l'his fundamental verity, rhythmic 
power, is to the musician all in all. That 
is why Plato was right in saying that 
music was the finest subject a State 
could teach its children. 'l'hat is why it 
would be laughable, if it were not lament-
able, that musical education throughout 
the world ignores its claims. A news-
paper scribe many years ago, after com-
menting quite kindly upon my views, fin-
ished with this extraordinary sentence:-
"And now fly away Rhythm," quite obliv-
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ious, poor· fellow, to the fact th~t it >~as 
impossible to fly away from himself. 
It is no use putting on fine dresses and 
living in fine houses, .if our minds ar.e 
tickled and pleased with the coarse vi-
brations of the cinematograph and left 
unmoved by the heavenly vibrations of the 
symphony. We are in the wrong. place. 
Like to like, we should be dressed m rag::. 
and live in mud hovels, humiliating as the 
thought is. 
It may be a Utopian dream, but I look 
forward to the day when no educational 
system will be considered comJ?lete with-
out including a compulsory section headed 
Music which shall be devoted entirely to 
' . . . 
cultivating, in the students, 11nag111a~10n 
and the power over emphasis and time 
necessary for just expression, thus giving 
men and women an illuminating power 
whereby they can light the world, ex-
pressing appropriately their special 
studies. 'l'his section will act as a power 
house. The preacher then will preach, 
the barrister plead, the politician orate 
from the Heart and not only from the 
Head, and, the imagination of each being 
cultivated, he cannot escape from a know-
ledge of Good and Evil. Expediency can 
never then be used as a cloak for wrong. 
Wrong may still be done in the name of 
expediency, but the doer will know he is 
doing wrong, because his imagination has 
been awakened. ' 
The world will be a happier, sweeter, 
and more gracious place, for ''Manners 
maketh Man.'' 
-
MUSIC AS A SUBJECT FOR 
BXAMINATION. 
I will keep you only a few minutes 
longer. We have left the sublime and 
now turn our thoughts to something peril-
ously near the ridiculous. After what I 
have just said with regard to Music as a 
subject for education, you will perceive 
that Music is not a good subject for ex-
amination. lt is indeed so difficult to 
test souls, that our examining authorities 
seem to have given up trying. An appro-
priate notive over the portals of our ex-
amiua~ion rooms might well be:-'' You 
must possess a good instruincnt, a good 
technique, a good memory, and plenty of 
chcel<, all ye who enter here." 
The failure of musical examinations to 
separate the Sheep from the Goats is not 
even open to doubt. Those of us who 
have to depend upon others for a noble 
reproductiou of the works of the great 
Masters know only too painfully what 
weak reeds diplomas, certificates, and de-
grees are. Here, then, is a work for 
musical reformers to undertake. 
If I have made myself clear in the first 
part of my address, those of you acquaint-
ed with musical examinations will under-
stand that the only tests worthy of appli-
cation-tests of imagination-tests of 
control-are practically absent from mu-
sical examinations. 
'ro my mind 40 per cent. of marks is 
ample for mechanism and mimicry; the 
other 60 per cent. should be given to musi-
cal tests. As things are, at present, about 
90 per cent. is given to mimicry, mechan-
ism, and bookwork; a miserable 10 per 
cent. being thrown to some vague quality 
generally called '' msthetics, '' supposed to 
be floating about when Beethoven or Bach, 
&c., is played. 
I ltad occasion, a short time ago, to re-
vise a syllabus for a teachers' examina-
tion, and one of the questions was :--
' ' State your method of teaching piano-
forte technique. Sketch the progress of 
the pupil from an elementary to a more or 
less advanced stage. Explain at what 
period you would introduce msthetics. '' 
This raised in my mind the following 
picture:-
Youth: "Please, Mr. Teacher, I want to 
learn the piano.'' 
Teacher, handing him a book labelled 
"Technique" : "Work at these gymnas-
tics as hard as you can.'' 
After six or twelve months:-
Teacher: ''I think, 'rommy, that it is · 
about time you took a little msthetics." 
'rakes down a bottle labelled '' .Msthetics'' 
and administers a dose, with the caution, 
"I don't know what this is made of, so be 
careful not to take too much, or you 
might be ill." 
We avoid the simple laws of expression 
as the devil avoids holy water, because it 
reveals our weakness and futility. That, 
however, is the very reason why examina-
tions must make a knowledge of, and a 
capacity to obey, these laws compulsory. 
If the affiliated Universities have the cour-
age and insight to insist on this, even 
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daring unpopularity and loss of money in 
the endeavour to find the soul, the first 
step will have been made towards lifting 
Music to a dignified position in the educa-
tional world. The road is steep and long; 
it will only be trodden by those of us to 
whom self is last and music first. We 
have to prove to the -.,vorld that our sub-
ject is founded on eternal verities; that 
we have the courage to face and formu-
late them, and lastly, to demand them 
from our students. Then and only then 
will Music take its rightful place as the 
supreme educational factor, because it 
awakens the imagination and demands a 
power over time and emphasis, thus giv-
ing a complete and not a partial power 
over expression-a power necessary for 
the success, character, and happiness of 
all human beings. 
(Conclusion.) 
Queensland ' Varsity Song. 
When memory lurking in her bowers 
Makes melody of brightest hours, 
She prompts our tongues with lusty power~ 
To sing of 'Varsity. 
When downcast mind would prove our bane, 
And hope's faic star seems on the wane, 
The bravest strain in God's demesne 
Is "Courage, Queensland 'Varsity." 
When life's affairs leave us less strong, 
And tempt us to the gate of wrong, 
Our hearts ring back a warning long 
Of aims of 'Varsity. 
When for a moment, tried by gain, 
We dream of smirching honour's fane, 
Most rousing strain in God's demesne, 
"Is Truth and Queensland 'Varsity." 
When shouldered by a Stranger's brood · 
We'll not by gorgeous gowns be wooed, 
Nor take on shame-faced carping mood, 
At our young 'Varsity. 
For hardly we our honours gain 
At work and play we'll show in vain 
The proudest strain in God's demesne 
Is "Graduate, Queensland 'Varsity." 
When faced by tasks that tax man's ken-
Tasks that o'erpower our rivals' men, 
We'll hold our peace and think again 
Of Good Old 'Varsity. 
Then taking up our shield amain 
We'll fight, and shout where errors reign 
Most potent strain in God's demesne 
"Gang forward, Queensland 'Varsity." 
Dryasdust. 
Courtship of Science and Arts. 
Agatha was a second year classics stu · 
dent, and ethics and metaphysics formed 
part of her prescribed course. She at-
tended the lectures regularly and read so 
many words on the pages of T. H. Green 
before every lecture. At first, however, 
she was quite at sea, and could not tell 
where metaphysics ended and ethics be-
gan. She thought she was the most af-
flicted soul in the 'Varsity. The common 
room in the lunch hour was filled with her 
lamentations over the fate that had lured 
her into classics, when she might have 
been romancing through a delightful 
course in moderns. 
One day, however, after the lecturer had 
spent the hour proving the failure of each 
of the sciences to offer an adequate expla-
U 
nation of the world, and had shown trat 
metaphysics supplied the general defi-
ciency on their part, Agatha's wholt> out.-
look on life grew suddenly bright. Sim 
glowed with pride at the thought d s~udv­
ing a science before which all other 
sciences must bow. H13nceforth she fo-
tened intently to every word that fell from 
the lecturer's lips. She was no longer at 
sea, but everything was clear to her-at 
least she thought so. And as she plied her 
busy fingers taking her notes she no longer 
thought of such trifling things as tht> 
cramp in her hand, or the number of pages 
she wrote to the minute, or the aching void 
within her that announced the hour of 
lunch, or how she would arange her next 
hockey team, but concentrated her whole 
' ' ~·· 
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attention on the theory that was being 
discussed. When the mystery of Locke 's 
"Sheet of White Paper" was revealed to 
her for the first time she saw at once its 
truth, and when a few minutes later the 
lecturer pointed out where Locke 's theory 
failed, she saw at once the truth of his cri-
ticism. In fact she saw all sides of every· 
thing and became truly phisosophic. She 
began to wear a fixed and abstract ex-
pression, and as long as that was present 
she was regardless of the rest of her ap-
pearance. She became absent-minded or 
full-minded, as she used to explain to her 
friends who twitted her on this supposed 
weakness. She no longer poured forth her 
woes into the ears of her friends in the 
common room, but carried on heated ar-
guments with the scientists on the veran-
dah about matters of which no one con-
cerned knew anything whatever. These 
arguments would always end in the same 
way. The scientists would :finally reduce 
everything to science, and Agatha would 
make a further reduction by remarking 
''but metaphysics embraces all sciences.'' 
Having said which, she considered the 
matter settled, and with a triumphant air 
'would :flaunt into the common room to re-
arrange her hair and powder her face be-
fore she sallied forth to a C.U. meeting or 
some other excitement of the kind that 
the lunch hour provided. 
Now this change in Agatha had not 
passed unnoticed by her friends, chief 
among whom was one of the opposite sex, 
who devoted his time to science. He had 
always been attracted by her bright eyes 
and fair form when he saw her pass in the 
hall on her way to a lecture. Since, how-
ever, he was not equipped with the roman-
tic wiles of an arts man, nor the machina-
tions of an engineer, he had to make his 
advances in the simple matter of fact way 
of the scientist. He always hailed her in 
a business-like manner, with "I say-er-
Miss-er--~'ou won't forget that ID"Ci,ing to-
day, will you 1'' And she would smile 
sweetly and ask demurely, ''What time is 
it to be" and he would tell her. Then 
they would discuss the business of the 
meeting till five minutes past the hour, 
when they would depart to their respec-
tive lecture rooms. 
This was the regular course of events 
before Agatha became philosophic. Now, 
however, there was a change. Sometimes 
Agatha in an abstract mood would pass by 
Gussy-for that was her friend's name-
without seeing him. At first he was per-
plexed at this, but his scientific mind came 
to the rescue and showed him that, given 
a mind addicted to the study of philoso-
phy, conduct such as Agatha's would in-
evitably result. Seeing, too, that the con-
ditions of his former experiment had now 
altered, he realised that he must vary his 
ar~tion 3!°C0r<lingly, so that the same result, 
viz., communication with her, might take 
place. Now, by careful observation from 
the lab. window, Gussy had discovered 
that every Tuesday at 12.30 p.m., Agatha 
left the 'Varsity with a bundle of music 
under her arm. He concluded, therefore, 
that this process was likely to continue, 
and determined to take advantage of it. 
Be ananged to have businesa in town at 
the same time, and so it happened that as 
she walked down the drive Agatha would 
hear quick footsteps behind her and a 
voice saying ''Good morning, Miss-er --. 
are you coming my way 1 '' Then Gussy 
would fall into step beside her and discuss 
in his usual way the things that happened 
at the last meeting at which they were 
both present. But this topic only occu-
pied the usual five minutes, and when it 
had been fully dealt with Gussy had to 
think of something new. To give the 
weather anything but first place was out 
of the question, so he resorted to the next 
item on his list, the Sunday sermon, and 
would venture some such remark as "That 
was a good sermon the minister preached 
on Sunday night.'' 
Agatha would at once disagree. 
'' T dcr 't thinl}: so. I don't ea Ll anvi hing 
so destructive good. I am · tired 
of hearing about the misdeeds 
of our fellow citizens who in-
clulge too freely in liquor or spend a 
spare five shillings on a ticket for the gold-
en casket. I should like to hear something 
constructive for a change.' 
. Gussy would thus be forced to uphold 
his first statement by saying: 
"But you can't deny that what the min-
ister said was true. He gave you the 
facts.'' 
Here Agath~ would have her great 
chance. 
''Yes ; but there are facts and facts ; and 
the truth of a case depends on the com-
bination of these facts in the right pro-
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portion . Surely you have not been a 
scientist all these years and have not 
learnt that?" 
And with these words she would bid 
him ''Good morning,'' and catch a tram. 
And Gussy wonld be left to marvel at this 
wonderful display of intellect in a woman. 
So his admiration of her increased daily, 
and with it his courage. By the middle of 
second term he found himself discussing 
all kinds of subj'ects with her on those 
happy occasions when he chanced to meet 
her "accidentally on purpose." For as yet 
he had not reached the stage of making 
definite appointments with her, for the 
simple reason of seeing her. as some of his 
less timid associates were in the habit of 
making with their especial friends. 
But kindly fate came to his aid with the 
Commem. dinner, that most thrilling event 
in the lives of all undergrads, when ~11 the 
"Youth and Beauty of the 'Varsity meet, 
To chase the glowing hours with all they 
eat." 
Hearing that the Commem. committee 
were making judicious and tactful efforts 
to seat everyone happily on the auspiciom; 
eve, Gussy sent in his request to be placed 
next to Agatha. To his immense delight 
when the scheme of arrangement was 
posted in the common room, he found his 
request had been granted. 
Commem. day arived at last, with its 
usual round of excitements. With parched 
lips and throat dry from screeching Com-
mem. songs, and every fibre of his manly 
being quivering with anticipation of the 
joy to come, Gussy awaited the arrival of 
Agatha at the door of the men's common 
room. She appeared at last, a perfect 
''vision of delight,'' in a pale pink evening 
frock, whose clinging softness heightened 
the charm of her beautifully rounded fig-
ure and delicate colouring lent a becomin~ 
tint to her fair complexion. (Who is this 
beauteous damsel, anyway? Such a "rara 
avis" in cap and gown calls for notoriety. 
-Ed.) He led her to her seat. Through-
out the dinner he forgot to be scientific 
and she to be philosophic. Each surprised 
the other with brilliant sallies of wit. 
When at last the banqueters arose and 
the terpsichoreans began to clear the room 
for dancing, Gussy noticed that Agatha 
shivered as she stood by him. "You are 
cold?" he remarked. "I am, a little,'' she 
replied: ''I left my scarf in the women's 
common room. I think I'll go and get it." 
Of course he escorted her thither, and 
once surrounded by the enchanting en-
vironment of the 'Varsity garden by 
moonlight, he was impelled to draw her 
arm through his. He pressed her hand in 
''emphasis,'' and she pressed his in 
''parenthesis.'' Then the inevitable oc-
curred. 
And at this stage we shall leave them. 
Their fortunes after this were much the 
same as those of others in similar circum-
stances. Suffice to say that on that night 
they attained a degree in the FacuHy of 
Hearts. the conferring of which was in the 
hands of Chancellor Cupid. 
GARLES CHARVICE. 
A Spasm. 
T.he gratitude I owe to thee, dear porch, Unnoticed, can I watch for her approach 
Can ne'er be told. In thy enfolding walls- Along the winding path. And comes she not, 
Adorned with notice boards which do contain With slow, sad step I leave thy kind embrace, 
Or news which doth delight the student's heart; And mount the winding stairs; too wide for oil'e 
Or omens dread of trials which end the year- They seem to crave a pair. But let it pass! 
Ten minutes can I spend between each hour; They lead to work and honourable degrees. 
:~~~\\{::.,) ~ ..-_:_~ ..::.,__ -"Severus." 
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Australian Descriptive Poetry. 
(This essay, kindly lent us by the author 
for insertion, won the Thomas Morrow 
Prize, for Miss Hilda McCulloch, in 1915. ) 
And we only ride with the flowing tide 
As we follow the blazed line b::tck, 
So we'll drink the toast of the vanguard host, 
And "The men who blazed the track." 
Australian descriptive poetry deals with 
the life of the Australian people and the 
country which forms the background to 
that life. The people are members of a 
young nation, which not taking into ac-
count the struggle with a few degenerate 
aboriginals, has never had to prove itself 
in contest against another nation. The 
Boer War touched but a few of our men. 
This present great war is perhaps the bap-
tism of fire which will send our Nation 
iorth cleansed and purified, and ready to 
sing a new song. All this, however, lies 
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in the lap of the gods; it is not with the 
future, but with past achievement we have 
to deal. 
"Freeborn of nations, virgin white, 
Not won by blood nor ringed with steel." 
Australia has a song to sing different 
from that of every other land. Born 
though she is of peace, her song is not one 
of peace, but one of struggle, one of a 
hard-earned victory, one even of failure. 
]'or the clash of steel and buzz of bullet 
are not the source of warfare in the world 
-there is a silent war waged with Nature, 
a desperate battle fought against the "red 
marauder,'' drought, a battle fought to 
the ''music of the stock whips'' instead of 
to the sound of the drum, and there is a 
ghastly swim in the torrents of :flooded 
rivers ere the settler comes through to his 
goal. So here we must not seek pastoral 
idylls or delicate fanciful descriptive 
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verse-we must look rather for the song 
sung by the ' 'Nation Builders,'' the strong 
song o:I' the '·men who blaze the track, " 
the rollicking song of the teamster, the de-
spairing song of the man who has strayed 
'·off the track,'' the lonely song oi the 
sentinels on. the outposts. Essex Evans, 
one of our latest born poets, ::;um::; up the 
matter 01 our national poetry in his beau-
tiful '' Au::;tralian SympJlony ' : 
Not as the songs of other lands, 
Her song shall be 
Where dim her purple shore-line stands 
Above the sea! 
As erst she stood, she stands alone! 
Her inspiration is her own. 
From unlit plains to mangrove strands 
Not as the song of other lands, 
Her song shall be. 
The gray gums of the lonely creek, 
The star-crowned height, 
The wind-swept plain, the dim blue peak, 
The cold white light, 
The solitude spread near and far 
Around the camp-fire's tiny star, 
The horse bell's melody remote, 
The curlew's melancholy note, 
Across the night. 
These have their message; yet from these 
Our songs have turown 
O'er all our Austral hills and lens 
One sombre tone. 
Her song is silence; unto her 
Its mystery clings. 
Silence is the interpreter, 
Of dee.per things. 
. Essex Evans, then, decides that ''her 
song is silence,'' but we have a claim to 
advance that a not inexpressive song has 
gone out on the wind already, the song 
of 'l'oil over Grey Plain and along the 
dusty run, the song of Bells and Hobbles, 
Hobbles and Bells, the song of :B-,air Girls 
and Grey Horses. 
In Australia, life and scenery alike are 
different from life and scenery in the 
Mother Country. There, are variety and 
civilised beauty; here are monotony and 
rugged grandeur. 'fhere, are culture and 
artistic song; here, are rougher manners 
and a cruder poesy; yet we know that the 
song which our poets have sung is expres-
sive of the life that was, and, in a large 
part, still is. We may divide our poetry 
into two broad classes-that depicting 
city life, a smaller portion it is true, and 
that which has for theme the magic bush 
and the life of the people therein. Of the 
first there is little to be said. So far, the 
Australian has been too busy making the 
city and maintaining himself in it, to de-
velop that aesthetic sense and cultured 
side of life, which produce much of the 
poetry of countries older and more firmly 
established than ours. All that we have 
of city poetry is written by men whose 
soul is in the bush, who have a· loathing 
of the cramped and dusty streets, and a 
longing for the free life of the bush, the 
creak of the leather, the click of spur and 
stirrup, and the seat of ease in the saddle. 
In "The Faces in the Street," Lawson 
cries in agony against the pent track of 
living death, and the "city's cruel street." 
The poet in his dingy office longs for the 
''pleasures of the drover's life that towns-
folk never know." 
And in place of lowing cattle, I can hear the 
fiendish rattle 
Of the tramways and 'busses making hurry 
down the street, 
And the language uninviting of the gutter 
children fighting, 
Comes fitfully and faintly through the ceaseless 
tramp of feet. 
And the .hurrying people daunt me, and their 
pallid faces haunt me 
As they shoulder one another in their rush and 
nervous haste, 
With their eager eyes and greedy, and their 
stunted forms and weedy, 
For townsfolk have no time to grow, they have 
no time to waste. 
And I somehow rather fancy, that I'd like to 
change with Clancy, 
Like to take a turn at droving where the 
seasons come and go. 
A. B. PATERSON. 
The other side--bush life and the hnsh 
-is not so quickly dealt with, for here are 
subjects dear to every A ~1stralian. It is in 
this poetry, then, that we must :ook for 
the true expression of thr. Australian 
spirit-a spirit which we find in tr.e bush, 
a spirit whose expression it:: a note of 
weird melancholy, lonely as the call of 
the curlew, monotonous as the grey plains, 
and hard and real as life itself. This is tllC' 
dominant note, varied at intervals by an 
expression of joy in life and hard living. 
Actual scenic description is not very 
plentiful in Australian poetry. The po·~ts 
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are endeavouring to catch the spirit be-
fore they attempt to portray the sub-
stance. Also we have not reached the 
lofty heights of contemplation, nor at-
tained the solitudes of reverie, which gen-
erally lead to an indulgence in the paint-
ing of Nature in all her moods. Austra-
lian scenery exists in our poetry only as a 
necessary setting to the drama of man. In 
this way only are we permitted to wander 
among the forests of tall, grey gums, along 
the interrupted course of sandy billa-
bongs, across the endless plains, over the 
boulder-strewn ranges, or down in the 
cool, dark gullies. An exception must be 
made in the case of Kendall-our Austra-
lian Shelley, our Nature worshipper, and 
forest poet par excellence . . His is the art 
of catching the delicate subtle shades of 
the bush, the charm and repose of the 
gullies, which in their cool green delight 
would have appealed to the heart of Keats. 
Somebody has spoken of the ''opal-
hearted country'' Australia, and it is just 
the rare elusive colours of the opal, re-
vealed in sea and bush and sky, that Ken-
dall loves to catch and display anew to us. 
Common to Shelley and Kendall are a 
sensitiveness to colour and music, and also 
a perception of the Protean quality in 
Nature. And this last is all the more to 
be treasured in Kendall, for there is not 
spread out before him, as there was before 
Shelley, a pageant of the S.easons, for in 
Australia the bush differs but little sum-
mer or winter. Still, Kendall had the gift 
of fine observation, both in animal and 
vegetable life. Extracts from his ''Sep-
tember in Australia" and his "W arrigal" 
-Landseer-like in its distinct outlines--
will serve to illustrate his power of obser-
vation and faculty of description: 
Grey winter has gone, like a wearisome guest 
And, behold, for repayment, 
September comes in with the wind of the West, 
And the Spring in her raiment. 
The ways of the frost have been filled of the 
flowers, 
While the forest discovers 
Wild wings with the halo of hyaline hours, 
And a music of lovers. 
September, the maid with the swift, silver feet! 
She glides and she graces 
The valleys of coolness, the slopes of the heat, 
With her blossomy traces. 
Sweet month, with a mouth that is made of a 
rose, 
J)he lightens and lingers 
In spots where the harp of the evening glows, 
Attuned by her fingers. 
From the W arrigal : 
In the gully deeps, the blind creek sleeps, 
And the silvery, showery moon 
Glides over the hills and floats and fills, 
And dreams in the dark lagoon; 
While halting hard by the station yard, 
Aghast at the hut-flame nigh, 
The warrigal yells, and the fiats and fells 
Are loud with his dismal cry. 
He roves through the lands of sultry sands, 
He hunts in the iron range, 
Untamed as surge of the far sea verge, 
And fierce, and fickle, and strange. 
The white man's track and the haunts of the 
black 
He shuns and shudders to see; 
For his joy .he tastes in lonely wastes, 
Where his mates are torrent and tree. 
The Protean nature of the bush is fur-
ther attested to by the fact that different 
colour combinations are noticed by differ-
ent poets. Kendall sees green and gold; 
another purple and gold, while Dorothea 
MacKellar dwells upon the brown hues of 
our landscape, and Ogilvie discovers grey 
and gold. The cool, dark line of creeks 
enters often into scenic poetry, for in this 
country of endless plains they are often 
the only interruption to the everlasting 
sameness. 
Ogilvie, who has, next to Kemlall, per-
haps the greatest lyric faculty of Austra-
lian writers, pours out his love for the 
bush in ''The Bush, My Love'' : 
"What hearts were lorn of loving 
That had no Love but her~ 
The last red stars are ligl;ted 
And last winds wander West, 
Her troth and mine are plighted-
The lover I love best." 
Even in the most lyrical of our poets we 
do not discover why the bush is beloved. 
They sing of their love, but cannot always 
inspire the same feeling in us. And in or-
der to appreciate their feeling we must go 
to the poems embracing the life of man 
in the bush. This poetry is at once ex-
tremely real~stic and romantic. Its ro-
mance lies first in its regret for the pass-
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ing of the '' old colonial days,'' the ''days 
when the world was wide." ln "Roaring 
Days" Lawson presents us with a contrast 
which makes us realise keenly the differ-
ence between the days of "Cobb and Co." 
and the Royal Mail with its six foaming 
horses, and the era of the locomotive and 
the Westinghouse brake : 
"The shining Eldorado 
Beneath the Southern skies, 
Was day and n:ight for ever 
Beneath their eager eyes. 
The brooding bush, awakened, 
Was stirred in wild unrest, 
And all the year a human stream 
Went pouring to the West. 
Ah, then our hearts were bolder, 
And if Dame Fortune frowned, 
Our swags we'd lightly shoulder 
And tramp to other ground. 
But golden days are vanished, 
And altered is the scene, 
The diggings are deserted, 
The camping grounds are green; 
The flaunting place of progress 
Is in the West unfurled, 
The mighty bush with iron rails 
Is tethered to the world." 
This pondering over the past leads to 
thoughts of the pioneers, and from these 
thoughts spring poems-heart-felt attri .. 
butes to the "men who blazed the track": 
To the fighting band that won the land 
From the bitterest wastes out-back! 
From hut and hall to the kings of all-
"The men wno blazed the track." 
Essex Evans' ''Women of the West and 
the ''Nation Builders,'' too, carry us back 
to the early days of our country's ex-
periences. 
The next romantic touch is the love of 
the supernatural, which is found among 
many bush people, the love of murder-
stories and ghost-tales, the romantic fear 
·which conjured up in the mind of the 
black man the bunyip. This is due, not 
only to the strong admixture of Celtic 
blood in their veins, but also to the influ-
ence of their surroundings. Marcus Clarke 
says: ''What is the dominant note in Aus-
tralian scenery~ Weird melancholy. The 
Australian mountain forests are funereal, 
secret, stern. Their solitude is desolation. 
They seem to stifle, in their black gorges, 
a story of sullen despair. No tender senti-
ment is nourished in their shade. The 
lonely horseman riding between the moon-
light and the day sees vast shadows creep-
ing across the shelterless and silent 
plains, hears strange noises in the pri-
meval forest, where flourishes a vegetation 
long dead in other lands, and feels despite 
his fortune that the trim utilitarian civili-
sation which bred him shrinks into insig-
nificance beside the contemptuous gran-
deur of forest and ranges coeval with an 
age in which European scientists have 
cradled his own race. In Australia alone 
is to be found the grotesque, the weird, 
the strange scribblings of Nature learning 
how to write. The dweller in the wilder-
ness acknowledges the subtle charm of 
this fantastic land of monstrosities. He 
becomes familiar with the beauty of lone-
liness. Whispered to by the myriad 
tongues of the wilderness, he learns the 
language of the barren and the uncouth, 
and can read the hieroglyphs of the hag-
gard gum trees, blown into odd. shapes, dis-
torted with fierce hot winds, or cramped 
with cold nights, when the Southern Cross 
freezes in a cloudless sky of icy blue. 
The phantasmagoria of that wild dream-
land termed the Bush interprets itself, and 
the poet of our desolation begins to com-
prehend why free Esau loved his heritage 
of desert sand better than all the beautiful 
riches of Egypt. 
"The Midnight Axe,'' of Brunton Ste-
phens, the axe which ''through the ghostly 
woods rang clear" and yet awoke no 
echoes, is as blood-curdling as the sudden 
wail of the curlew through the darkness 
of night, over some dismal ghostly swamp 
of white-barked ti-trees. "'l'he Hut on 
the Flat," by Thomas Henry, is more real 
than one of De Quincey's visions, and yet 
none the less chilling in the influence it 
exerts over us. And ''The Silent Squad-
ron,'' with the vacant place for the seer : 
There's an empty space 
They keep my place 
In their ghostly ranks; and I catch my breath. 
might have marched straight from one of 
the weird compositions of Sibellius. 
"Down the long dream-lanes 
At the dead of night, 
With gray mists over and mists below, 
With loose-held reins 
On their horses white 
I watch the silent riders go. 
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With their heads bent low 
And a hoof-stroke dumb 
They never turn to the left or right. 
And the shadows go 
And the shadows come 
But the silent squadron is deadly white." 
And a 'Wind from the West,'' by the same 
poet, Ogilvie, sums up the loneline;;~ ai;id 
sorrow and strangeness c·f the bush m Its 
refrain: 
"Oh, a wind came in from Westward, blowing 
fetterless and free, 
With a wail of weeping women and their chil-
dren at their knee; 
With a dirge of empty saddles from the Lach-
lan to the sea. 
And the naked West Wind shivered, 'I have 
passed them on the way-
The white bones all uncovered to the scornful 
gaze of Day-
And I wrapped the red sands round them, '.l.nd 
I kissed them as they lay.' " 
Opposed to, but necessary as the com-
plement to, this 'romantic' side of the 
Australian mind and the Australian bush, 
is the extremely real and vital side of them 
both. In the poetry expressive of this side 
we have as the main theme life out-back 
on the stations, and such life inevitably 
means action. And action transfused the 
poetry of Gordon, of Kendall, of Ogilvie, 
of Essex Evans, of all our better and more 
truly representative poets. Brady's song 
of "The Doers "-echoing with the fami-
liar ring of Kipling-might be called the 
ballad of the Australian: 
"But, a grim undaunted band, they will strive 
by sea and land; 
They will battle round and through; 
And this rolling planet still shall be subject to 
the will 
Of the Doers who can do.'' 
And action at the "back of beyond·' 
means struggle and warfare, the grim, un-
ceasing warfare with Nature, of which we 
have already spoken. "The teams," toil-
ing through the dust or the mud are typi-
cal of the men, who draw the richness of 
the land from the stubborn plains of the 
West: 
"And thus, with little joy or rest, 
Are the long, long journeys done; 
And this-'tis a cruel war at the best-
Is distance fought in the lonely West, 
And the lonely battles won." 
In ''The Women of the ·west· ' and 
''The Nation Builders,'' Essex Evans 
shows the lot, and expresses the teua~ity 
of those who go out to ''the cvcrlastmg 
sameness of the never-ending p1-dins": 
"A handful of workers seeking the star of a 
strong intent-
A handful of heroes scattered to conquer a 
continent-
Thirst and fever, and famine, drought, an·l 
ruin, and flood, 
And the bones that bleach on the sandhill, and 
the spears that redden with blood, 
And the pitiless might of the molten skies .. at 
noon, on the suncracked plain, 
And the walls of the northern jungles, shall 
front them ever in vain, 
Till the land that lies like a giant asleep :.,hall 
wake to the victory won, 
And the hearts of the Nation Builders shall 
know that the work is done." 
'' 'l'he grit to see it through'' is cvi<lei;it 
in almost every line; only now ~·.1.d agam 
sounds the cry of despair: 
"For the drought will go on drying while 
there's anything to dry, 
Then it rains until you'd fancy it woulrl bleach 
the sunny sky." 
The verv names of places mark the pro-
gress of drought or the welcome well ?f 
water. Names which occur most of all m 
Lawson's and Ogilvie's poetry, such as. 
Starving Steers Half-way Spring, Dead 
Camel Lost So~l Run, The Red Spring 
Road 'and God-Forgotten Selection. The 
utter' weariness of the never-ending toil. 
creeps out sometimes, as it does in Law-
son 's ''Knocked Up'' : 
"For it's trampin', trampin', tra-a-rnpin' thro' 
hell across the plain, 
And it's trampin', trampin', tra-a mpia' tllro' 
slush 'n mud 'n rain-
A livin' worse than any dog-without a home 'n 
wife, 
Awearin' out yer heart 'n soul in the wastin' 
of yer life.'' 
and 
"I am back from up the country-very sorry 
that I went-
Seeking for the Southern poet's land whereon 
to pitch my tent; 
I have Jost a lot of idols, which were broken on 
the track, · 
Burnt a lot of fancy verses, and I'm glad that 
I am back." 
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And as heaven is always what we long 
for, and do not very often get on earth, 
the heaven of the man lost in the bush is 
"The Loving Laughing Land where life is fresh 
and clean -
Where the rivers flow all summer, and the 
grass is always green." 
Yet, notwithstanding the ·weariness, the 
true bushman would not change places 
with anyone else, and as we have seen, the 
man in the town longs to change places 
with him. 
In spite of the struggle there is tiwe in 
the bush for softer feelings. 'l'ime for love 
and time for friendship. The joy of the 
bushman consists in the main of ''fair girls 
end grey horses,'' of camp-fins and 
"mates," and of the always enjoyable 
"yarns " "while the billy boils." Adam 
Lindsay Gordon, the s.teeple-chasing poet, 
driven to despair by melancholy, forgets 
all his sorrows in the joy of riding, and in 
this line he has had not unworthy follow· 
ers in Ogilvie, with his songs of "Fair 
Girls and Gray Horses,'' and Banjo Pater-
son, with "The Man From Snowy River." 
Beginning with "How We Beat the Fa-
vourite,'' Gordon continued writing horse 
and bush poems until he produced the 
masterpiece, "The Sick Stockrider." Like 
most of our poets, his power of expression 
is not equa,1 to his feeling, his language is 
not polished or refined, but like the ver-
nacular of the Australians, it is simple and 
to the point. And sung to the accompani-
ment of rowel and stirrup, it is fit medium 
for such men as he pictures in "Bush Bal-
lads and Galloping Rhymes.'' 'fhrough 
Gordon's, and, indeed, through all our 
''bushmen's'' poetry, there is a note of 
sadness-our Australian men are happy, 
carelessly, freely, happy while they are 
young, but as they grow old they regret 
the loss of youth, and find a melancholy 
comfort in recalling it. 
"I've had my share of pas time, and I've done my 
share of toil, 
And life is short-the longest life a span, 
I care not now to tarry for the corn or for the 
oil, 
Or for the wine that maketh glad the heart of 
man. 
For good undone and gifts misspent and reso-
lutions vain, 
'Tis somewhat late to trouble. This I know-
I should live the same life over, if I had to live 
again, 
And the chances are I go where most men go." 
The human note is never very long ab-
sent from any Australian poem. In ''How 
We Won the Ribbon" and '"l'he Riding of 
the Rebel"-favourites both-the point of 
the poem lies in the human interest. The 
last is one of the most spirited and perfect 
poems of its kind. The challenge to all 
bold riders, the description of the baffling 
of the boldest, and ''the outlaw of Glen-
idol with three men's lives on his head" 
are very vividly represented in the poem. 
And to complete the appeal to the bush-
man 's heart, the pretty, fearless woman 
with ''dower of golden hair and eyes of 
laughing blue" tames the rebel. Woman 
always plays a large part in the bush-
man's life, for with all his roughness, his 
heart is as simple and natural and uncon-
trolled in its action as that of a child. 
Even the bushranger in "Taking His 
Chance" is brought within the law by the 
sentiment which prompts him to tarry 
while the troopers are in the gully, and 
say, "Just kiss me, my girl, and I'll 
chance it." The toast of Ogilvie is: 
"Fair Girls and Gray Horses! A toast for you 
Who never went wide of a fence or a kiss; 
While horses are horses and eyes are blue 
There is never a toast in the world like this." 
Then there is "mateship," be the mate 
clog, horse, or man. In Darrell,'' the own-
er reproaches himself for having sold his 
horse: 
"Oh! better this arm had lost its force, 
This brain in the dust lain idle, 
Before I bartered the grandest horse 
That ever carried a bridle! " 
In ''Out of Chains'' there is a very deep 
sympathy with the old horse who dies of 
a broken heart : 
"Will he yearn one moment to catch the tone 
Of the voice he loved long since? 
I never lift whip to the gallant roan; 
He works for the voice and the voice alone; 
And he draws till he drops, old Prince! " 
And Ogilvie finds that 
"A man may have worse than an honest .horse 
And the health and the heart to ride him! " 
Lawson is the poet of mateship between 
men. He dedicates his verses to ''an old 
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mate.'' Not only with such a'' white'' man 
as 
"Big Dunn of Nevertire 
Long Jack from Nevertire." 
but with a scarecrow like Sweeney 
,"whose hat was in his left hand, and a 
bottle in his right,'' he can feel mateship. 
And it was love of his mate, and desire to 
pay him the highest honour that brought 
death to big Ben Duggan, riding round 
calling to the people, I'' Roll up at Talbra-
gar." :B-,or the sake of mateship old Joe 
Swallow says: 
"But if you should drop on Nowlett in the far 
an' distant West-
And if Jimmy uses doubleyou instead of ar an' 
vee, 
An' if he drops his aitches then you're sure to 
know it's b:e. 
An' yer won't forget to arsk him if he still re-
members Joe, 
As knowed him up the country in the days of 
long ago. 
Then it's yoke up the bullocks and tramp 
beside 'em slow, 
An' saddle up yer horses an' a'ridin' we 
will go, 
To the bullick-drivin', cattle-drivin', 
Nigger, digger, roarin', rovin', 
Days o' long ago." 
And the best expression of this almost 
inexpressible mateship is found in ''The 
Glass on the Bar,'' which we will quote 
filled as it is with the feeling of 
men who know the loneliness of outback. 
The song is rough and uncultured, but the 
feeling is true, and though now it concerns 
itself mainly with ''getting to the point 
without lingering,'' it may in the future 
flow in cadence sweet and happy har-
mony: 
"Three bushmen one morning rode up to an inn, 
And one of them called for the drinks with a 
grin. 
They'd only returned from a trip to the North, 
And, eager to greet them, the landlord came 
forth. 
He absently poured out a glass of 'Three Star,' 
And set down that drink with the rest on the 
bar. 
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'There, that is for Harry,' he said, 'and it's 
queer, 
'Tis the very same glass that he drank from 
last year; 
His name's on the glass, you can read it like 
print, 
He scratched it himself with an old piece of 
flint. 
I remember his drink-it was always 'Three ' 
Star'-
And the landlord looked out through the door 
of the bar. 
He looked at the horses, and counted but three; 
'You were always together-where's Harry?' 
cried he. 
Oh, sadly they looked at the glass as they said, 
'You may put it away, for our old mate is dead.' 
But one, gazing out o'er the ridges afar, 
Said, 'We owe him a shout-leave the glass on 
the bar.' 
They thought of the faraway grave on the plain, 
They thought of the comrade who came not 
again; .. 
They lifted their glasses and sadly they said: 
'We drink to the name of the mate who is 
dead.' 
And the sunlight streamed in, and a light like a 
star 
Seemed to glow in the depth of the glass on the 
bar. 
And still in that shanty a tumbler is seen, 
It stands by the clock, ever polished and clean. 
And often the strangers will read as they pass, 
The name of a bushman engraved on the glass; 
And though on the shelf but a dozen there are, 
That glass never stands with the rest on the 
bar.'' 
H.M. 
Doggerel-A Kangaroo Point Fracas. 
"The Dog Who Could' Not Fight a Kitten." 
Within a kennel by a river 
A dog once lived of moods most bitter. 
At times it wished to bark and play 
And sought out company night and day; 
Of all its friends perhaps the dearest 
Were kittens kind, but (some say), 
queerest. 
These kittens lived near by the river, 
And with a cat grew up together. 
Now, truth to say, as seemeth right, 
The cat was loved in all its might, 
And dog, cat, kittens, liked to be, 
Each in the other's company. 
But as it fell upon a day, 
The bond of friendship slipped away; 
The kittens had an ugly mood 
(Forgot to seek the highest good). 
The dog was far too impolite, 
'I'he scratch was given; day turned to night. 
The dog now humbly in despair 
Yelped to the cat to make repair. 
Now cat and dog ne'er liked to be 
Out of the other's company; 
So cat and kittens soon fell out 
And now, that's all, there was a bout. 
But, note! (to change my verse), I'll take 
my oath, 
Cats are but kittens or a larger growth. 
REQUIESCAT. 
The Sayings of Jonah. 
A New Addition to the Apocrypha. 
Critical Note. is that the ·work is late. The author is un-
'l'he work which is translated below and known, but he appeai·s to have been a 
~ivcn to the wJrkl now for the iirst timr, Hedonist who was partly influenced by 
is a very recent discovery. The manu- the Buddhist lloctrine of Nirvana (see 
scripts are well preserved and belong cer- verse 8). His work ccrtaiuly cannot be 
tainly to the Chri<;ti.an era. It does not, admitted as canonical. Fron,_ internal evi-
however, reflect the thought of any par- deuce it appears that the work has suf-
ticular epoch, rncl so the precise date of fered at the hands of commentators, but 
;ts composition until fnrthcr evidence is the interpolations are fortunately easy to 
vbtained is uncertain; the general opinion recognise. The interpretati )11 of the. Ftle 
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has caused some difficulty. One manu-
::;cript is headed ''The Acts of Jonah,'' a 
Litle which is clearly inconsistent with the 
<:haracter of the prophet as set out below 
It >vas proposed to render the word we 
have translatec. a:; "Bay ings '' by "l'ro-
verbs, " but this i::; ha::dly so good, since 
the work is not explicitly didactic and the 
sayings in it are scarcely likely to become 
proverbial. One critic proposes '' Lamen-
tations,'' but I must point out that no-
where in any of the documents is any men-
tion made of weeping or any ::;ign of sor-
row. The only occasion on which the pro-
phet might have lamented is that men-
tioned in verse 21. This suggestion must, 
therefore, be rejected. In translation th<! 
earliest manuscript has been followed for 
the most part. 
1. Now in these latter days came a 
prophet, J onahl, doing little work, but 
giving mighty counsel. And he abode in 
the house of the King, which is in the land 
of the Queen. Many years he lived, and 
waxed mighty in girth and countenance! 
and men called him a Son of Rest.2 
2. Now this was a falsehood.3 
3. For when men, coming unto him, re-
proached him, he answered them, saying, 
'' 0 ye of little wit, 4 shrink from the desire 
to be over-industrious. No man· doeth 
two things at once with equal excellence, 
neither can he who is not a medium5 be 
in two places at once. Doth not he choke 
who sneezeth while yet he drinkcth 1 
Neither do men brush their hair while 
tying their bootlaces.6 Therefore, I say 
unto you can a man think who never 
giveth rest unto his body~" Now many 
believed: but many murmured in theie 
hearts, not daring openly to gainsay him 
for they had not logic to disprove him. 
4. And there came to him certain men, 
accusing him, saying: 
5. ''Of a truth, 0 prophet, thou speakest 
not all vain words and emptiness; but we 
would have th~e speak concerning divers 
uncertainties that torment us.'' 
6. And he spake, saying, ''Ask.'' 
7. And one among them, coming for-
ward, said, "0 prophet, thou saidst unto 
us, 'Do one thing at a time,' but thou art 
manifest neither toiling with thy hands 
nor poring over the rolls7 within thine 
upper room. Wherefore, then, sayest 
thou that we should work at one task, 
when thou doest none~" 
8. Then he answered, saying, ''Brethren, 
flee from fallacies.8 l!'or the argument 
you put forward is invalid, neither is 
your inference correct. l!'or when 1 
spake unto you, affirming that no man 
can do two things at once, I counselled 
you to do no more than one task, saying 
naught of him who doeth 11othiug. But I 
say unto you liis condition is happy in-
deed 
9. (For he who worketh is like ::i, sbv(; 
that toileth nr r1 ->r" +flskmaster.) "9 
10. But they spake again unto him ·say-
ing, '' lf a man work not, how sh~ll he 
l~ve ~'' And he said again, ''Does not 
f.Ixty per cent. suffice :nany a man in e~­
aminations ~10 What need then to de-
sire ninety? Consider the swagmenll of 
the highway how they live.' ' 
11. One, being in sore doubt, said that 
he had often done so, and that it could 
be in no wise other than by theft or a 
miracle. 
12. When the prophet heard this man 
and his speech, he spake in terms of exe-
c·ration, saying, '' V el'ily the times are 
unphilosophic. Neith~r have ruen more 
power of reasoning than earthworms.' '12 
13. And it came to pass that as he 
looked forth from the window of an 
upper room he beheld the young men at 
their exercise.13 And behold a youth for 
no apparent reason ru.nneth across the 
ground. Then he smote his thigh and 
exclaimed in a loud voice, '' 0, wasteful 
and foolish generation! Why do the 
young men spend their strength in doing 
in, a minute that which they might the 
·more easily do in an hour. 
14. And he walked away.14 
15. Now while the company were gath-
ered around the King's board,15 he spake 
divers words concerning humour. 
16. And a young man of the assembly 
essayed to outdo him in sprightliness of 
wit. 
17. But the young man was unprac-
tised and clumsy. Thereupon spake thL 
prophet, "I perceive there is no humour 
in you. These are the words of the pro-
phet, "Let not he who has not humone 
from a babe endeavour to utter witty 
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words16 lest he fall into convulsions or be 
afflicted with a clot of blood upon the 
cerebrum." 
18. But the people were wroth and 
hearkened not. 
19. Whereupon he again uttered his 
words, beseeching the people to give ear 
to them, but he prevailed not against 
them. 
20. And the people arose and smote 
him. 
21. A young man of the comp~ny said, 
''Some are born funny and some have 
humour thrust upon them. 17 
22. Such was the end of the sayings 
of Jonah. 
1. Certainly not to be identified with the 
Jonah of the whale incident. One MS. says 
his name was Daniel. 
2. i.e., a loafer. 
3. i.e., untrue. 
4. i.e., knowledge, understanding; to be dis-
tinguished from the later use of the same 
word. 
5. One who holds converse with spirits. 
6. i.e., sandal strings. 
7. i.e., books. 
8. Mistakes in reasoning. See Creighton 
chapters 12 and 20. 
9. This is believed to be an interpolation. 
10. In the Greek MS. euthyma. 
11. i.e., tramps. 
12. i.e., because they lacked brains, a worm 
having merely a string of ganglia. 
13. The context indicates some game of the 
period. 
14. To express sorrow and disgust. 
15. Doubtless in the house of the King men-
tioned above. 
lv. MS. A gives "Except ye be born funny 
your jokes will fall fiat. 
l i. This interpolation is believed to be the 
work of a commentator, a certain Bishop 
Alexander, but of what diocese is unknown. 
(To M. E., with apologies to Wm. Cowper). 
Martha, thou art a lyre, a lyre on springs, 
Such spite! 0, Heaven! to us, the "privileged" 
few, 
An eloquence scarce given to mortals, new 
To us who sew those shirts and gowns arid 
things; 
"You'll reap that which you sow"-her phrase 
it clingl!I, 
Who can record her tales, when in that "stew," 
Of under secretaries-her "friends" so true, 
Whom she immortalizes when she ··sings"? 
O ! "ladies" she doth need. There is a Book 
By seraphs writ with beams of heavenly light, 
On which the eyes of God not rarely look, 
A chronicle of actions-honour bright! 
There all thy deeds, thou lying Marty shine; 
Since thou wilt end. thy days, 0 "draw the 
line!" 
-ANONYMOUS. 
Fragment. 
ACT I. 
Scene I.: Brisbane. Breakfast room of a 
boarding house. 
Cnrtain: Discovering youth at table. He 
has just finished breakfast. 
Enter Landlady. 
Landlay: Understand this, l\Ir. D---, I 
have put up with you and your ways long 
enough. Not content with coming in at 
all hours for your meals (she digresses), 
why, here you are now after everyone else 
is finished long ago (she returns). Not 
content with that and your hundred and 
one other disgusting habits, you mnst fill 
yonr basin with a revolting mass of dirty 
socks, and leave it on the front verandah; 
not dirty, but rather filthy socks, a putre-
fying abomination! (Youth shudders.) 
Monday and Tuesday you kept them in 
your room, Wednesday you threw a eoat 
over them; 'l'hursday you locked them in 
a trunk; and still I made no protest. But 
now that you have decorated the front 
verandah with them, I must and will ob-
ject. Sir, you must wash them ! 
(Youth shudders violently and turns 
pale.) 
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Youth (after an interval): Do you know, 
my dear Miss W--, I feel very sad 
about those socks. You see, it is like this. 
I had a rather fine assortment of socks, 
·which I used to send (in instalments of 
about a pair and a half per month) to the 
laundry. But the cows got in the habit 
of sending me back old worn-out socks in 
place of my good half-crown ones. I 
didn't mind fo1: a while, but by the time 
I felt it incumbent upon me to protest, I 
found upon investigation that I had care-
lessly allowed myself to fall into the fal-
lacy of the Unpaid Laundry Bill. (He di-
~~resses.) The real enormity of this fallacy 
has been realised only in very modern 
times, when its extraordinary and increas-
ing frequency of occurrence has forced its 
consideration upon the authorities of cer-
tain of our local institutions. (He returns.) 
So you see, I was powerless. I just had to 
accept what they sent me for fear they 
should send something even worse. (He 
again shudders, slightly, but recovers im-
mediately.) Still, don't you think it was 
rather a dirty trick to play on a chap-
sort of socking him when he is down 1 
Landlady: Sir, your attempt at wit is, to 
say the least, feeble. But you have wan-
dered from the point. I am not con-
cerned with your laundry troubles. My 
contention is that it is necessary for the 
preservation of a wholesome atmosphere 
in the neighbourhood that you should 
wash those terrible socks. 
Youth : But, my dear woman-
Landlady: Dear, yourself, sir! How 
dare you! I do declare, the impudence of 
some people is really amazing. (Shows a 
tendency to weep.) 
Youth (distractedly) : Miss W--, I 
beg of you, don't take my use of the term 
''dear'' in this context to indicate any de-
sire whatsoever upon my part to bring 
about an increased familiarity or affection 
between you and me. I used it as a mere 
conventionality, with no tender associa-
tions. (She emerges from her tendency 
to weep state, and begins rapidly to reduce 
herself to normal, in order to become in-
dignant as quickly as possible. Youth, 
however, noting this, continues while she 
is in the normal state.) Having cleared 
up this point. I may now proceed with my 
discourse and show the relevancy of my 
former remarks to the question of those 
socks. 
Landlady : You will then oblige me by 
hurrying, as I have a suspicion that the 
new boarder is talking to the cook while 
I am away from the kitchen. 
Youth: I can quite understand your 
sentiment; talking with the maids is a 
thing which should be dealt with severely. 
(She begins to look suspicious, so he pro-
ceeds.) Well, as I was saying, the 
laundry cove could do what he liked prac-
tically with my socks, so it was gradually 
borne in upon me that unless I wanted to 
have not socks, but an assorted selection of 
holes sent back, I should have to consider 
some other method of cleansing the afore-
said socks. 
Landlady: Come, sir, come! Will you 
or will you not see to those socks at pre-
sent in your basin? 
Youth: My good lady; if you will only 
give me time to explain, I can quite j<ustify 
my position, not to mention that of the 
socks under discussion. Having reviewed 
the , situation as above stated, and having 
the odour of the socks to spur me on to a 
solution of the difficulty (yes, now you 
mention it, they did make a fairly strong 
solution), I decided that I should put my 
hand to the metaphorical plough, and not 
exactly plough them up, but wash them. 
(He expectorates into the slop basin on the 
side table.) 
· Landlady: For goodness' sake, cut it 
short! You decided to wash them; why 
have you not done so? 
Youth : Well, I still intend to, in spite-
well, I shall not go into all the gruesome 
details of the case. But I am proceeding 
in the strictly professional manner. For 
you must know I once did a short line 
(I am using "line" in a strictly technical 
sense ; the 'line' of clothes line is from a 
quite different root) with a bonser little 
girl whose mother was a professional 
washer lady; well, this girl once told me 
that they always soaked the clothes and 
things before washing them. She said 
the reason was to loosen the dirt. 
Landlady (becoming melodramatic): 
Must I endure all tliis 1 
Youth: It's nothing to what I had to 
endure. .To continue, I am followin~ the 
same course as the lady aforementioned 
was wont to do. For the first two days 
after I basined my socks, the reaction was 
comparatively mild; then on the third day 
I was forced to throw Dick's coat over 
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the basin. On the fourth day I was 
somewhat astonished to note that there 
had been considerable falls in various 
places, and that a fresh surface had been 
exposed. This forced me to lock them 
up, but when the lid of my trunk was 
burst open, I developed a conscientious ob-
jection to sleeping in the same room with 
them. So you see that it was quite a rea-
sonable action on my part to place them 
on the verandah. 
Landlady: Sir, this is gross impertin-
ence! 
Youth: Anyho-w, I've heard of stranger 
things than a basin of socks adorning the 
very fence posts in front of this honse. 
Landlady (confused and confounded) : 
How dare you! Oh, I shall waste ·no more 
time on you. Go to another boarding 
house-see will they stand you there! 
(Exit.) 
Youth : Oh, will I! (Rises. Then, re-
lenting, calls after her.) All right, Miss 
W--, I'll wash 'em this afternoon. (Ex-
pectorates Pn passant, through the win-
dow. Exit.) 
SENEX. 
When Greek Meets Greek. 
0, shall I wear my nice pink gown, 
My nice pink gown so new? 
Or shall I wear a plain white blouse, 
With skirt of navy blue? 
0, I shall wear my nice pink gown, 
My nice pink gown so fine; 
For I am sure that my dear friend 
Has no pink gown like mine. 
And I'm sure she'll not be seen, 
While I shall be admired, 
For she will be in blue and white, 
And I in pink attired. 
0, my dear friend! 0, my dear friend! 
How can my eyes be true? 
0, my dear friend! 0, my dear friend! 
Whatever shall we do? 
0 ! why did'st dress in gown of pink, 
Instead of white or blue? 
Alas! we're both in gown of pink-
I'm dressed the same as you. 
0, kindly sir, wilt pity us, 
Between us wilt thou walk? 
For courage will return to us, 
If we can to thee talk. 
0, Prof., do not regard us so, 
Nor smile from 'ear to ear; 
For though we are both dressed in pink, 
We are not sisters dea.r. 
0, my dear friend, when next you wear 
Your nice new dress so fine, 
For pity's sake please let me know, 
And I'll not put on mine. 
-N.M. 
The Best Story m the World. 
\Reprinted from the October issue of this 
Journal, 1913.) 
One of Mr. Rudyard Kipling's shorter 
tales is called, I think, ''The Best Story in 
the World"; its hero, as far as 1 can rP-
member, is a young bank clerk who, in 
an epileptic fit, imparts to the author his 
experiences in a previous state of exist-
ence as a galley-slave (the equivalent, I 
suppose, of a bank clerk in the days of 
Ancient Greece). I, too, am like that 
man; I have on the authority of my 
friends, quite unconsciously, told them 
· ''l'h e best storv in the world.'' But there 
are certain differences between our two 
cases; I was not in an epileptic fit at the 
time of the perpetration of the joke, bnt 
as sane as I could be, and again, the 
"story" of the young bank clerk was of a 
romantic order, while mine, so far as I can 
judge, was humorous and not, perhaps, in 
the best of taste. And this is the more 
galling for me, as I am very careful in 
my jokes; I know that vulgarity has made 
us Englishmen what we are, that it ofte.n 
covers a warm heart and a multitude of 
other sins, but I hold it out of place in 
remarks of a jocular nature, and I think 
may say of the jokes that I have made, 
consciously, not even my worst enemy 
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could blame them for vulgarity; one, I 
know was remarkable for its sound com-
mon sense, the other for its melancholy 
grace. 
It all came about in the following 
fashion. I had lunched (sparingly) at the 
Pantechnicon Club and had then with-
drawn to the smoking-room to look up a 
reference in the ''Telegraph.'' The only 
other occupant of the room was a stout 
old gentleman of cherubicund counten-
ance, busily engaged upon a yellow-back 
French novel. I have sometimes thought 
that this old gentleman may have con-
fused my subsequent r emarks to him 
with what he had been reading in his 
novel. The French language, I am told, 
is regrettably broad in its sense of hum-
our, and I myself (upon entering on a 
systematic study of its accidence, was ob-
liged to give it up owing to the irregular 
nature of some of its verbs. Be that as 
it may, it so happened that this old gen-
tleman was sitting upon the only avail-
able copy of the ''Telegraph'' in the 
room. Approaching him therefore with 
an ingratiating smile, I said, ''Excuse me, 
Sir, but if you are not reading that paper 
you are sitting on, I should be glad to 
have it." 
To my surprise the old gentleman took 
no notice of my remark, but turned over a 
page with knitted brow, nor was I any 
more successful on a second and third 
repetition. At length, irritated by what 
seemed to me heartless selfishness com-
bined with a deplorable ill-breeding, I 
lifted up my voice and cried, "Really, sir, 
I must insist upon your letting me have 
the paper beneath you. This spirit of the 
dog in the manger is childish ! '' 
At this the old fellow looked up with a 
genial smile, and ·putting his hand behind 
his ear, said, "Were you speaking to me 1 
Dog with the mange? What's that1 I'm 
a bit deaf!" Somewhat remorseful for 
iny momentary irritation, I put my hand 
to my month and shouted with stentorian 
blandness, "Deafness is indeed a great 
affliction, and had I known that you suf-
fered from it, I should indubitably have 
raised my voice higher. My reason for 
speaking to you is that I am desirous of 
reading the paper upon which you are at 
I ·resent seated.'' 
That those ·were my exact words, I will 
take my oath [in th<' words of the immor-
tal poet (since dead)] on "Bible, prayer- . 
book, hymn-book, too.'' Their effect, how-
ever, upon the old gentleman was start-
ling; his little black legs shot up into the 
air, his yellow back flew across the room 
(I refer, of course, to his book) and he 
fell Lack in his chair, laughing and gasp-
ing until he became crimson in the face. 
As far as I can remember, his answer to 
my politely-worded remark ran upon the 
following lines, '' Oo-hoo-koo-roo-koo-roo ! 
Oo, you young f'lahs ! Oo-koo-roo ! my col-
lar ! my collarookooroo ! '' 
At first I stood by in indignant silence 
at his laughter, but at length realising that 
the expression '' collarookooroo ! '' was not 
the name of an Australian village, but re-
ferred to the fact that he was on the verge 
of apoplexy, I loosened his cravat, where-
upon he fell upon the floor and gasped and 
sobbed with laughter in a useless, broken-
hearted kind of way for some minutes. A '. 
!ength, when he had resumed his seat upon 
the "Telegraph" and seemed compara-
tively master of himself, I asked with 
some asperity what might be the cause of 
his laughter. This only produced a second 
outburst of reminiscent laughter, in the 
t ourse of which he gasped out that 1 
"shouldn't really, though it was true!" 
Then it dawned npon me; the old fellow 
had not heard rightly what I had sa;_'1., 
but was under the impression that I had 
made a joke. I rose to the occasion lik~ a 
hero. I partially closed one eye, tapned 
tl,e extremity of my nostrils lightl.Y with 
my forefinger, in the fashion of the best 
wits, and, the old gentleman being taken 
with a fresh paroxysm, extracted the 
paper from under him, and beat a hasty 
l'l'treat. 
I had forgotten all about this occur-
rence, and was iunching a few days later 
nt the Pantechnicon, when I heard a voice 
at another table say, "Have you heard 
that fool Bodger's latest 1 Didn't know 
the solemn ass had it in him!'' and a roar 
of premature laughter followed. 1 sud-
dt~nly remembered the old gentleman in 
the smoking room, and also it occurred b 
rne, for the first time, that I might as well 
know the precise nature of my witticism. 
J am not deficient in a sense of humour, 
and am always the first to laugh at my 
01' n jokes. I turned round, therefore, 1•) 
look at the table whence the voice had 
come. It was the table of the grandees c .. ! 
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the club, waited on by the imperturbable 
Briggs, the head Butler. Unfortunately, 
in recounting my joke, Sir Thomas Pott-
Bellairs (the owner of the voice) had seen 
fit to adopt the decent, devotional whisper 
that one associates with a church, and I 
turned away in disappointment. A moment 
later the whole room rang to the sound of 
uproarious laughter, of broken glass, of 
bursting chairs-in a word, of strong men 
in agony. When I turned round, I beheld 
five elderly gentlemen with their heads in 
their soup plates, rolling about in help-
less convulsions; one plump canon of 
the church was crying out in a frenzied 
fashion, ''My cloth! my cloth ! '' but 
whether he referred to his waist-coat but-
tons (which were, by then, conspicuous for 
their absence) or to the ghostly nature of 
his calling, I cannot say. But most dread-
ful sight of all (so dreadful that I pinched 
my waiter severely in the calf to see if I 
was dreaming), Briggs the imperturbable, 
Briggs the austere, Briggs flung his cham-
pagne bottle wildly to the winds, sank 
down into a vacant chair, and laughed and 
sobbed like a child of six. After such an 
exhibition, I felt that nothing could as-
tonish me any more, not even though the 
Recording Angel should strike up a comic 
song in the middle of the Day of J udg-
ment ! 
From that day onwards, my life became 
a veritable nightmare. Whenever I ap-
peared in the Club, the members became 
helpless with laughter, from which they 
only recovered to call me ''a sad dog.'' I 
could not venture the simplest remark 
about the weather, but they dug one an-
other in the ribs and remarked that "Bod-
ger ·was in spirits to-night." On one or 
two occasions, the police, attracted by the 
noise, raided the Club and arrested the 
more helpless of its members, but the 
"limit" was reached when old·Count Swil-
wiski was picked up one morning out of 
the card-room coal-scuttle, with his waist-
coat buttons and a blood-vessel burst. A 
deputation from the Club attended his 
funeral, where they signalised themselves 
by their scandalous and explosive merri-
ment at the grave-side, merriment in 
"·hich, I am sorry to say, the widow 
joined as heartily as any. 
Matters, however, were suddenly 
brought to a head. I was approaching 
the Club in fear and trepidation one morn-
ing, when I beheld Colonel Chutney burst 
out of it with a countenance more than 
usually inflamed. On seeing me he bore 
down upon me in a threatening fashion. 
"I say, Bodger," he snorted, " what's 
this -- -- joke of yours ~ Allow me 
to tell you I think it -- unfunny. Know-
ing my connection-- ! " 
' ' Colonel, '' I cried, stretching out my 
hand with a glad 8mile, ' ' shake hands! 
You 're the first man of sense I've met 
for a long time.'' 
''Well, I 'll be- -.'' What the Colonel 
was about to say I shall never know, for 
at this point indignation rendered him 
speechless. Seizing my outstretched 
hand, he twisted me violently round and 
kicked--. 
Since writing the above lines, I have 
laid my pen down in some agitation. I 
think it were best if I drew a veil over 
that part of my person that Colonel Chut-
ney kicked. The whole incident reflects 
little credit upon him. Suffice it to say 
that he did behind my back what he never 
have done before it, and what is more (I 
say it with pain), he struck me below the 
belt. When I had recovered from my as-
tonishment, I remember having a bird's-
eye view of Colonel Chutney's boot, which 
I exchanged for a nearer view of the 
pavement. When I rose, he knocked me 
down again, and as8aulted me with his 
stick, until, in my indignation, I was 
driven to threats of taking it away from 
him. Finally, seeing that reason was of 
no use with him, I put my foot down and 
fled, and so our stern struggle for suprem-
acy was ended. 
I felt that, after such a fracas, life at 
the same Club as Colonel Chutney was 
impossible, and as I refused to apologi8e 
for my treatment of him, I resigned. In 
many ways I >vas glad to sever my con-
nection with an institution in which peo-
ple had cea8ecl to take me seriously. If 
any reader, however, of this truthful state-
ment should happen to know what my 
joke was about, I should be glad to hear 
from him, for whenever I tried to get 
anyone to repeat it to me, they were so 
convulsed with merriment at the memory 
of it that they were unable to speak coher-
ently, and to this day I am ignorant of 
the precise nature of this my "best story." 
One thing, howBver, I do know, that, while 
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others have had the full enj'oyment of it, 
it has been the mystery and curse of my 
existence, and I sometimes -think that the 
old gentleman in the smoking room must 
J1a ve been the Fiend in sheep's clothing 
-D.T. 
Lines on the Oxford Book of English Verse. 
Alas! thou purple Book; I lay thee by. 
The glowing line, the golden word have wrought 
Hot magic in my brain; with surly sigh 
The biting years slipt from me, and methought 
My adolescence came with brimming eye-
Alas ! thou purple Book! I lay thee by. 
Anon, it seems, I ride with spirit high, 
My bloodied lance full at the coward's throat; 
I turn the page, and lo! a stricken cry-
The Albatross, the Mariner, the Boat; 
The next, I'm kissing Jane among the rye. 
Alas! thou wizard Book! I lay thee by. 
The .hour is grim, O Book; and must thou die? 
Will German war go crashing through the corn? 
"God rot their souls! These pages give defy"-
! hear the ring of Raleigh's naked scorn. 
And Beatty, Hood, the Navy give reply, 
"This Purple Book of Empire shall not die!" 
T. J. MAGINNIS, Prenzlau. 
The Log of the Engineer. 
"Half a chain, half a chain, 
Half a chain onward." 
How well this misquotation applied to 
the thoughts of the engineers as they plod-
ded their way surveying on \V oody Island 
can only be known to themselves. . 
The party left Brisbane on Friday, 9th 
August, under Mr. J. H. Baxter, for 
Urangan. Through the kindness of the 
Geology Department it was allowed to 
form part of the geology encampment 
there, and of course, this was much appre-
ciated, as those who have done geology 
will well understand. 
Every day was spent at the work, ex-
cept for little diversions such as to extract 
some one from the mud, or to watch an-
other establishing a record for the 
"through-the-water" sprint. If those ru-
moured athletic sports come off, this ex-
cellent training ought to show to advan-
tage. Along with thick timber on the hills, 
the rain hindered the work to some extent, 
but it never damped anyone's feelings, 
and only had the effect of lengthening the 
menu-the day after. 
At sundown the weary party wended its 
way campwards, or in a direction that 
was intended to be campwards, but it was 
peculiar to some that the tracks, instead 
of leading to camp, lead to the middle of 
a titree swamp. 
Not satisfied with the day in the tleld, as 
soon as tea was over, the cutlery, etc., 
counted and deposited away, Tent 3 was 
soon silhouetted against the trees by the 
blaze of illumination inside each member 
over a post-prandial smoke, exhibiting 
poetic talent, to have his metre and rhyme 
at once attacked and pulled to pieces by 
his neighbour. In a short time, however, 
the uproar would cease, and silence would 
immediately indicate a quiet rehearsal of 
the parody to be sung that evening before 
the blazing campfire. 
The politics of the tent was clearly to 
the platform of the "Protectionist," judg-
ing from the splendid use of armour in 
the blindfold boxing tournament. The 
owners of these breast ''plates'' appear to 
have presented them to the combatants 
as a mark of appreciation ( n for the dis-
play, as at breakfast next morning they 
did not put forward their claim of owner-
ship in the usual pressing manner. 'l'he 
pillow-fights of the following nights caused 
great amusement-" first blood" going to 
the "Taboo of Tabooes," of Tent 3. 
Dramatic talent was not dormant in the 
camp, and after enjoying performances, 
ranging from very light comedy to very 
deep tragedy, the e11gineers put on the 
boards that all-starred performance, 
"New Yprk, 1937 "-being a reminiscence 
of the tHp as viewed from the future-
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winning first place for the even-
ing with the deep tragedy of 
four murders and a suicide, 
along with a farce of a dashing lover, 
a very close second. Truly, the company 
was looking forward to filling very com-
fortable positions at that future date-
from irrigating Mesop•)tamia, to building 
breweries in Borneo. 
In the war cry competition the company 
came to the fore, and at least part of this 
performance will live for some time in the 
memory of the party. 
On Friday morning the party started 
to pack up for home, and soon all were 
aboard the ''weather-beaten Laura,'' 
bound for Urangan. lVIaryborough was 
reached after travelling which reminded 
one of the "bumpy tramway" of Laming-
ton. 
The picture show that evening was not 
as exciting as was expected, and so the 
party was glad to be moving once more-
this time for Brisbane direct, one and all 
pleased with the success of the excursion, 
due no doubt in no small part to the ex· 
cellent arangements of the Geology Staff. 
Most of the interesting diversions from 
the usual run of affairs, such as the acci-
dent to the Laura, etc., were well ex-
pressed as follows :-
A party came from Brisbane to have a holiday; 
They camped upon an island in the middle of 
Hervey Bay. 
They chipped the rocks, and frightened the 
goats, and scared the rabbits, too; 
And they had a good time, you can bet your 
· life-especially one or two. 
I'm a gun, etc. 
The engineers came with them, Old Taboo and 
his crew, 
They didn't come to act the goat, nor to admire 
the view; 
They came to do surveying, and they did it all 
day long, 
And the tale of their adventures would take 
yards and yards of song. 
Mott put down a picket, that Aitken couldn't 
see; 
And Baxter went and broke the axe in chopping 
down a tree. 
Strover lost an arrow, the Abney level, too, 
And Darkey swore till ihe atmospl1ere wa3 
streaked with green and blue. 
One day the lighthouse keeper was gazing out 
to see; 
He gave a yell, and cried "Oh, hell! there's a 
ship in distress, I see." 
He rushed down to the engineer, but they soon 
calmed his !ear. 
They said: "To drown a geologist would take 
a vat of beer." 
And now the trip is over and we're off for home, 
again, 
We've had .a good time, we've finished our line 
although we damned the rain, 
And thanks to Dr. Richards and Good Old 
Walkom's care, 
Despite our growls, we always managed to eat 
about twice our share. 
This doggerel was sung to the tune 
"The Son of a Gamboleer," and met witl~ 
great success at the campfire. 
In conclusion, may we ask, '' vVho lost 
the line'' Is this to remain one of our 
great unrevealed secrets? 
YABOO. 
Some People I met at Masthead. 
Sunny Arthur-'l'he would-be funny 
man; occupation, preaching sermv"s and 
making remarks which are meant to lw 
±anny. 
'l'he Little Giggler-Has the most insane 
laugh on record. It could be heard every 
five minutes. Occupation, dancing and 
making a general nuisance of himself. 
The Flower-A tall, weary-looking 
youth very fond of walking. He made a 1horo~1gh survey of the island dnring liis 
short stay. Occupation, avoiding the 
women, sleeping, eating, blu:;;hing, and 
i;:hivering. 
'fhe Parrot- Commonly called "Prf'tty 
Poll." Occupation, dancing with "Tiittle 
Giggler," boring people, and singing. 
J_,ittle Girl Blue-May be recognised by 
a blue sailor suit, and two long plaits 
down her back. Spends a gr0at deal of 
time trying to make people grow taller. 
She also has a most becoming laugh; the 
"Little Giggler '' has a rival. Occupation. 
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singing and enjoying herself in her own 
way. 
'l'he Orange Seed-A smull youth with 
a lasses and a pleasant smile; cracks jokes ~vhich no one can see. Occupation, making 
jokes aud making himself agreeable. · 
'l'he Tame Cat-Only seen at meal times 
It is dun-coloured and. mignt hilve been 
seen occasionally sleepiug l · ctwe~n mel'lls 
or wandering round and round Masthead 
island. Occupation, eating, :;leeping, and 
waiting for the next meal. 
Signed, THE TURTLE. 
Biology Trip. 
In c01mection with the recent biological 
trip to Masthead Island, the following 
may be of interest: 
TURTLE 'fIMES. 
Editor, C. Midas. 
Wedne:;day, 8th Aug., 1917. 
Price, 3 Ilolothurians. 
EXTRA SPECIAL. 
ASSASSINA'l'ION OF RESPECTED 
CITIZEN. 
At a late hour last night, while a very 
influential member of the Loggerhead 
'furtle family was making his weekly in-
spection of our reef-building enterprises 
on the northern aspect of .Masthead, !:e 
was violently attacked by four stalwal't 
ruffians. After a terriffic struggle with the 
leader of these scoundrels he succeeded 
in breaking away, but sad to relate he v.ras 
immediately seized again by the othe1·s 
and subjected to the gross indignity of he 
ing dragged up on to the beach and turne1l 
on his back. In this pitiful condition iv: 
was abandoned to spend the remaindP:!'.' 
of the night in the hope of being rescu.~d 
by some of the Chelonian police. To pro ; e 
still further the high state of developm~11t 
attained by the Primates, they indulged 
in more acts of violence. After leaving 
their first victim they proceeded along the 
beach, making that highly :;elect neigh-
bourhood resound with hideous noises as 
an indication of pleasure. They came npon 
the three children of our editor, Mr. C. 
Midas, as they were training for the Capri-
corn swimming carnival, and as may be 
expected, treated their new victims in a 
manner similar to the first. These mis-
creants evidently boasted of their crime-
very much to their own advantage-as 
early next day Loggerhead-Turtle was 
visited by the full number of the party. 
In accordance with the charming nature 
of the civilised biped he was given sticks 
to eat and generally outrageously treated, 
That 'afternoon, one more particularly 
blood-thirsty than the others, stole out 
secre'tly and foully murdered our citizen 
by severing his carotids. Not content with 
this several of his companions accom-
panied him later and proceeded to dismem-
ber the corpse, throwing away such parts 
that failed to interest them. 'l'hus we have 
further proof of the inherent cruelty of 
these hated Primates. The deceased took 
a prominent part in the public and social 
life of the island. He had the unique dis-
tinction of being the first president of tht 
Turtle Association, and while in this capa-
city he did much to promote the IIalioti~ 
industry. We regret to say that there will 
be no funeral on account of the impo:;si-
bility of obtaining possession of the re-
mains. His wife and family are bearing 
the loss splendidly, and hiding their grief 
behind a veil of true reptilian stoicism. 
MUSIC AND DRAMA. 
It is with considerable pleasure that 01-1r 
dramatic critic witnessed the performance 
of Oscar Wilde's ''Ideal Husband,'' by the 
Barrier Reef Dramatic Company, and he is 
of the opinion that great credit is due 
to the company and their able manager. 
It is extremely doubtful if Oscar Wilde 
himself fully realised the potentialities of 
his work. The impassioned acting of Sir 
Robert and Lady Chiltern has never been 
witnessed in Masthead before, and it is 
hoped that the present high standard will 
be maintained in the future. Mrs. Cheve-
ley, dressed in a suberb l\'Iephistophelian 
costume, looked and acted the role of the 
unscrupulous diplomatiste with villainous 
charm, while the confidences of Lady 
Markby and the repartee of Mabel Chil-
tern greatly aided in the scintillatiou of 
the piece. The distorted wisdom of the 
peppery old Earl of Caversham, and his 
endeavours to make his son, Lord Goring, 
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be of some obvious use to the world were 
very amusing. It is doubtful if a butler 
of Phipps' impassivity has ever graced His 
Majesty's of Masthead in the past. Owin~ 
to a limited season the company deeply re-
gretted being able to give only one per-
formance. 
There was a crowded house, hundreds 
being turned away, and as a concrete 
proof of their appreciation the many ad-
mirers of the caste showered the ladies 
with flowers. A list of those present may 
be seen in our social column. 
ANSWERS TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
X.Y.Z.-Yes, turtle soup will burn if 
not looked after. 
A.B.C.-Certainly not. Pork has been 
proved to be an antidote against sea sick-
ness. It is strange how long antiquated 
ideas take to be dispelled. 
26 P. 0.-Ten men can lie quite com -
fortable in a 12 x 14 tent; it has been done. 
ADVERTISEMENTS. 
Lost. a proboscis on 8th August. Re -
ward. Nemertine, this office. 
Alcyonaria Academy. 
Singing. 'l'heloogy. l\'lnsic 
Taught by highly qualified teachers. 
Terms strictly confidential. 
Particulars of courses. 
Singing and elocution- Professor Ovis 
guarantees to teach such classics as ''The 
Ark" and "Rover" in 28 or more lessons. 
Theology.-Dr. A. H. Gileadnese. 
Music-Accordeon and violiu.-lntend-
ing students arc warned that these courses 
are accompanied with a cerLain amount of 
personal danger, on acc01mt of the neces-
sary practice. Advanced students only 
will be accepted and they must be familiar 
with modern masterpieces, such as ''On 
the Mississippi,'' ''My Radium Girl,'' rte . 
'' CHELONE. '' 
Wonders of Woody. 
''That's the island over there,'' quoted 
one of the pleasure--seeking party, after 
reaching the ·golden, tide-abandoned 
sands of Urangan. Our gaze swept the 
horizon, and an island bounding in green 
verdure and mossy banks seemed to <Wise 
from the fathomless depths of Neptune's 
dominion. 
Nearby a ferryboat rocked upon the 
lightly lapping ·waves, and on the upper 
deck stood a ziff, one Charon, ready to 
convey us, weary with globe-trotting, to 
the land where all good niggers go. vVe 
all embarked on this phantom ship, some 
singing painful ditties to the lilt of the 
misfiring engine. Approaching the ver-
dant shore our careless glance grrvv to a 
mystified stare as strange shapes in a 
state of self-abandonment loomed into 
view. For what sins of their misspent 
lives were these hapless creatures thus 
confined~ These and such other thoughts 
filled our minds till we touched onr land 
of exile where our dreams were abruptly 
ended with the sound of a voice, "Diel you 
bring the Capstans, G--1" 
Then we discovered we were on a Geol-
ogy trip, and that this island was to be 
our happy hunting ground for the brief 
space of a ·week. We were conducted by 
willing guides across the corally strand 
to the tented field, a few unconsciously 
making bee-lines for the dining tent. After 
satiating the wants of a sea indui.;ed 
appetite. some decided to give the island 
the once-over, others to prepare for the 
night's orgy. A worn-out party nestled 
about the cheery camp fire, and overt 
whispers and lung-emptying sighs inde-
finitclv extended to the toll of the cnrfrw 
bell. · 
Sunday brought forth a mistless atmo-
:"phere, and a party intent on making 
Mother Earth yield up her secrets. Some 
elected to dine on oyster au natural rather 
than pander to the cravings of a scientific 
appetite. 
To our lair we then repaired to take an 
active part in a table cl 'hotr clirnw1", iu 
which the engineers were no mean par-
ticipants. As night threw her mantle 
over the earth, the islanders flocked to-
gether to indulge in a little healthy ex-
citement, and to split the air with sundry 
squealfi. But the players, beginning to 
pccome erratic, soon forsook the Martian 
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fields for oratorio in the form of discord-
ant symphonies. Never was such a 
travesty of the masters voiced. Oysters 
in ecstatic rapture sat open-mouth1•d and 
wondered. But their empyrean delight 
was shortlived as the arduous spirits ol' 
the crew began to race bag-fashion. Fol-
lowing on this, everybody ordered C')ffep 
au lait, and after pathetic leave-takings, 
disbanded to carry on the nocturnal rwr · 
rlry in their own wigwams. 
Monday saw us touring the island, and 
after the oft-repeated phrase, "only thr e~ 
miles to go," everybody limped home 
after a fifteen mile jaunt. The serond 
night of the carnival was a huge sucress. 
the individual contributions provoking 
rib-loosening laughter. Next day, despite 
the threatening aspect of the elements, a 
light-hearted crew set sail on the storm-
tossed billows, but Neptune, infuriated by 
our presumption, callrd to his aid the 
south-east wind, and tried to wreak ven-
geance by engulfing the Laura. The 
good ship, hovvever, after a slight mis-
hap, carried us homeward safely. During 
the night, efforts, muscular, poetical, and 
musical, all contrived to wile away a care-
free night. On Wednesday, we heard 
the call of the mainland, and shook hands 
once more with civilisation. Cold blew 
the sou'-wester as the Laura took the com-
pass back to the inlet of the isle, an.d stiff. 
limbed and weary we disembarked to dis-
cover mutinous rebellion in the camp <1n 
the part of a certain oil to prepare the 
night's fire. Nevertheless, a fire, radia-
ting warmth and light, shed brilliance 
over the whole island. For this was to be 
a night of nights, and one that will be con-
stantly recorded in the musty annals of 
history. The comparative histrionic tal-
ent of the tents was tested in what proved 
to be a battle of giants. Playwrights ex-
celled themselves, and the interpretations 
and production of their masterpieces dis-
played genius that outshone the brilliance 
of the burly Asche. 'l'ouching sentiment, 
startling sensationalism, purpose plays 
vied with get-rich-quick comedy in an 
endeavour to win the laurel wreath, and 
gain the plaudits of the crowd. Hustling 
methods, however, succeeded, and the get.-
rich-quick stocks soared, while th,, r;i:--
o'clock closing campaign was a drug on 
the market. The 'change closed for the 
night with the usual narcotic that was 
provocative of heartburn. 
Thursday! Once more aboard the lug-
ger in pursuit of Duck Island, oysterl", 
and mudbanks. "Sailing back from Duck 
Isle, there came a temporary lull, " during 
which the Doctor had the Laura moored 
while a · couple of the crew went for a 
row. 
The last night in camp recalled to the 
animal life of the island those prehistoric 
days when the weird and wonderful 
sounds of the myall's corroboree swept 
over moon lit bay and rugged cliff. No 
sounds more weird, no cries more warlike 
had ever affrighted the timid curlew or 
the lonely mopoke. 
On the following day, ''we folded our 
tents like the Arab and as silently stole 
away.'' 
ROlJTLRDGE SAN. 
Editor's Chair. 
And ye shall hear of exams. and ru-
mours of exams: see that ye be not 
troubled: for all these things must come to 
pass, but the end is not yet not 
yet! Weary mortals flit rou11d like the 
sombre shades of long-forgotten centuries, 
with fat books under their arms and blue 
rings under their eyes; a sob in their 
hearts, and a curse on their lips. .The 
libraries are full of students, and the stu-
dents are full of work-in both senses of 
the word. There is no gaiety, no re-
joicing; no smile as of yore is seen on the 
lip. Instead, there is a discoloured 
smudge where he has forgotten to shave! 
Afar off the mournful song of a curlew 
rises to a sobbing wail. and dies iuto the 
morning breeze. In the distance a milk-
cart scampers down the road in a cloud of 
dust, its cans jostling together in a rau-
eous rattle, swaying clumsily in the faint-
ing darkness ... until it is but a blur 
on the western horizon. . . 'l'hen the 
weary student, with aching heart and 
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bleary eye, rises unsteadily, turns down 
the spluttering wick with a shaking hand, 
and shuffles dejectedly into bed. Then, as 
the morning light stretches itself over the 
floor, he pulls the blanket over his head, 
and sobs himself to sleep. . . . There is 
the river; it is full of many posRibi1ities ! 
Perish the thought! ... We give you n 
toast, ladies and gentlemen: To ourselveR ! 
And may we all do glorious things in 
November next! May -vve all be awarded 
thP merits we so richly deserve! Bonhenr ! 
SubRcribers to the magazine arc--;:_ 
qne!'lted to send their annual snbscriptionR 
of 4/ to the Business Manager, Mr. S. G. 
Kennedy, with as little delay as possihlf'. 
in order to facilitate an early clearance of 
monetar:v responsibilitieR before h '1ll iline: 
over to the new management. 
• We were sorrv to hear of the cle:ith of 
Mrs. Wyche. wife of oiir :ianitor, wlrn nf'-
n:irted this life on W eilnesday fWf'nin!! 
Rentemher 26th. :iftf'r i:i ]one: and flf'rio11R 
illness. To the bereaved husband we offer 
onr many condolenceR. 
Tt. ifl much to the creilit of the J'vhrni<'~l 
Society that they suceeded in clearine- £28 
for patriotic purposes, as a result of their 
happy performance under the baton of 
Mr. Victor E . Galway, Mus.Bae. The Dra-
matic Club, too, is to be congratulated O'l 
its recent production of 'Twelfth Night." 
which pr:oved to be a huge success, botl-t 
from an artistic and a :financial stand-
point. They are prepared to hand over a 
sum of £27 to the University Red Cros'l 
Society. 
It is interesting to note that little more 
than half the stndents of this University 
nre members of the Union-meanine:. 
those who have paid their suhscriptiomL 
'rlrn men mainly are the defaulters. If 
these individuals were consistent in thefr 
principles. as far as refusing to belon~ 
to the Union goes, we would wastr little 
Rpaee and time in attempting to point out 
to them their lack of public spirit in hesi-
tating to support such a body. But when 
they appear t<;i initiate themselves aR quasi-
members of it, by making use of the tele-
nhone as much as regularly twice a week. 
it may be a happy plan to remind them of 
the existence of a little box clofile by the 
'phone itself, and on it a notice to the 
effect that ''students who are not mem-
bers of the Union may use this telephone 
npon the payment of two pence for each 
call." vVith the present state of affairs, 
the Union seems to be held np in its acti-
vities by that annual bugbear of a tPle-
11hone bi11. There is a remedy. And that 
is to eRtabfo;h a couple of public tele- . 
nhoneR, where every student will hr ob-
liged to complv with the rrqnest of the 
.mrrator at ('Xrhan!!<' ar.d "insert b,·o prn-
nieR in the slot" in the customarv mnnnf'r. 
In that case, of courne, a reduction in th(' 
subscrintion ·from 5/ to 2/6 wonlcl b(' 
called. for. But. with the telephone a Re1f-
comnensatine: factor, the committer "·011ld 
imdoubtPdly :find itsrf in nossession of a 
heavier purse than it held under the 
old regime .... '\Ve are obliged to thoRf' 
members of the Renate who werf' good 
enoug-h to send the treasurer tlwir snb-
scri?tions to the Union without bei_ng 
anx10us to know "by whose authority 
they had been constituted members of 
the Students' Union,'' and we take to is op-
portunity of expressing our thanks to 
•hem. 
To all those who during the year have 
taken the trouble to assist us materially by 
their contributions, we are deeply grate-
ful; and we assure them that with 
them lies the main credit for the 
suc~ith which our attempts at pub-
lishing a magazine have met. Our thanks 
to them are of the heartiest. 
"\Ye are fortunate in securing Mr. T./ 
Thatcher, B.A., as editor for next ~rear; 
and we are sure that in his hands the mag-
azine will make itself felt as a potent 
factor in the University. We wish him 
and his staff the best of success, and hope 
that he will receive the unstinted support 
of the students in his endeavour to offer 
' ' some journal'' to the community. Miss 
E. Eden and Mr. Jones will act as ~mb- .. di-
tors under Mr. 'l'hatcher, and we are satis-
fied as to their abilities. The respousi-
bility of business manager falls to the lot 
of Mr. 0. :B'. Blakey, with Mr. E. G. Gee as 
his assistant. 
And here we lay down our pen, ·and ex-
tend the hand of farewell to all onr kind 
readers. 
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Roll of Honour. 
"I have fought a good fight, I have finished my course, I have kept the faith." 
Barbour, Frederick George Petty (Arts I.), Killed in Action. 
Browne, Philip Gerald (Arts I.), Killed in Action, 1916. 
• Cramb, Wm Arthur, Administrvtive Staff, Private, A.M.C., Killed m 
Aetion. FranCl', August, 19] 6. 
Collin, Leslie Norman (Arts II.), Lieut., 15th Batt., Killed in Action. 
Gallipoli, 25th April, 1915. 
Francis, Trevor (Eng. II.), Captain 9th Reinforcements, 9th Batt., A.I.F. 
Killed in Action, 1917. 
Hall, Edgar Cullen, Sgt. (Eng. III.). Engineers, died of wou;1ds, Fra!ll'e 
Sept., 1917. 
Harper, Albert Edward (Science II.), Lieut., A.I.F., Killed in Action, 1916. 
Haymen, Frank Granville (Eng. IV.), Lieut., 9th. Batt., A.1.F., Killed in 
Action, Gallipoli, 25th April, 1915. 
Jameson, Charles, Pte., 2nd Depot Batt., Killed in Action. 
Jones, Trevor Warwick (Science I.), Died in Hospital. 
Manders, Frank Arnold (Arts I.), 2nd Lieut., Pioneers, A.I.F., Killed in 
Action, l!ll 7. . 
McNeill, Donald (Eng.), Killed in Action. 
Noble, John Alexander (Sc. II.), Artillery, Killed in Action, France, 27th 
April, 1917. 
Oakes, Arthur \Vellesley, M.A., Bursar St. John's College, Trooper, A.I.F., 
Killed in 9ction, Dardanelles, August, 1915. 
Taylor, Harry St. George (Eng. I.), Lieut., Border Regiment, Killed in 
Action. 
Thomson, Wm. Campbell (Sc. III.), Died on Service. 
Trout, Roy C., Lieut., Aerial Corps, Killed in Action, rst July, r9r7. 
Ward, Cyril Cutcliffe (Sc. III.), Lieut. 26th Infantry, A.I.F., Killed m 
Action. [t~ .• ~t:;r«n".!<.·~~:r _ ~ 
Young, Neville H., (Ac. I.), Died in Hospital. 
War Roll. 
The Editor will be pleased for the indi-
cation of any inaccuracies hereunder. 
Curwen-Walker, Ewan. 
Cullen, Edwin Boyd. 
Diamond, William Victor. 
Dinning, Hector William. 
Douglas, Walter Mather. 
Dunbar, Gordon Allan. 
Dunstan, Frank Wheatley 
Eckersley, P. C. 
Aland, Robert Clegg. 
Baldwin, Daniel Eric. 
Bath, Walter Stanley. 
Briggs, James Logan, B.A. 
Biggs, Frederick John. 
Bond, Sydney Stanna. 
Browne, Percival Henry. 
Bryan, Walter Heywood. 
Brydon, Kenneth MacKenzie. 
Cassidy, Reginald John. 
Cholmeley, Roger J. 
Cornwa~l, Hugh Mackay. 
Crane, Frederick Gordon. 
Cribb, Eric Clarke. 
Fielding, Frank. 
Fisher, W. G., B.A. 
Florence, J. N. 
Foote, L. H. 
Fowles, Duncan. 
Francis, Eric. 
Frankel, A. P. 
Fryer, J. ·D. 
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Garland, D. 
Graham, M. D. 
Grant, R. 
Gunson, W. N., B.A. 
Hardie, Sir David, M.D. 
Hirst, W. 
·Horn, A., M.B. 
Horn, H. W. 
Huxham, A. J. 
Hughes, F. G. 
Jackson, E. S., M.B. 
Jones, A. II., B.A. 
Jones, C. H., B.A. 
t\..ennedy, E. W. 
Kyle, W. M. 
Lloyd, N. A., B.E. 
Loney, E. 
Macdonnell, L. F. 
Mcintyre, A. L. 
Melbourne, A. C. V., B.A. 
Mellor, R. W. H. 
Merrington, E. N., B.A. 
Moody, A. S. H. 
'-fewton, G. 0. 
Norman, E. P., B.E. 
O'Sullivan, F.1\1. 
O'Brien, 0. W., B.A. 
Parnell, T., M.A. 
Paton, A. F. 
Partridge, E. H. 
Patterson, C. R. 
Penny, G. J. 
Percy, R. A. 
Powe, A. B., B.A. 
Radcliffe, J. N., B.A. 
Rankin, W. E. D. 
Reinhold, W. J., B.E. 
Robinson, J. A., B.A. 
Rowe, Rev. G. E. 
Row, A. W.L. 
Simmonds, W. P. 
Smith, E. H. 
Thelander, E. A. 
Wilson, G. C. 0. 
Wilson, G. H. 
Wondcrley, C. T., B.A. 
ADMINISTRA'l'IVE AND LABOH,A-
TORY STA.i.i 'F. 
Cramb, J. D. 
Hoskins, Wm. 
Illidge, Chas. 
Wright, George. 
HOME SERVICES AND MUNITIONS 
Barton, E. C. G. 
Boyle, R. A. 
Bonham, P.H. 
Uumbrae-Stewart, B. A., B.C.fi. 
Darvall, A. E. J., B.A. 
Gibson, Alex. J. 
Fowler, W. M. B. 
Gray, A. K., B.A. 
Hargreaves, E. W., 1\LSc. 
Hurwood, A. 
Hein, R. 
Hurwood, A. 
Jones, T. G. II., M.Sc. 
Latimer, R. W. 
Nielson, J. F., B.Sc. 
Marsden, A. J., B.Sc. 
Quinn, R. G. 
Ross, C. N., B.E. 
Saunders, G. J., B.E. 
Singleton, H. P. 
Sherman, T. L., B.E. 
Scriven, H. E. B., B.E. 
Stable, J. J., M.A. 
Steele, B. D., D.Sc. 
Wagner, J. G. 
Watkins, S. B., B.Sc. 
Wrigley, J. H., B.E. 
College Notes. 
WOMEN'$ COLLEGE. 
It is with a deep feeling of sorrow and 
regret that we have to record the loss of 
''Mickey,'' a precious member of the 
family, who was cruelly snatched away by 
a nigger of the feline variety on the 17th 
clay of the month of August, in the year 
1917. And now the mourning ma, fond-
ling a love-lorn feather, ever seeks to 
wreck hei< vengeance on the demon of 
darkness. 
This term has not been uneventful. Miss 
Herring endured the din of 0:'lkarsholme 
for a whole week, and actually enjoyed it. 
Our "N.G.N." also favoured us with a 
short vi:;it on her way back to Sydney. 
Good luck to our budding med. ! We 
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would also like to congratulate our 
would-be tick expert, and wish her every 
success in her new ''job.'' 
'!'here has been much excitement over 
the packing of soldiers' Xmas boxes. We 
sent quite a number from College, and we 
packed them ourselves, because we really 
know quite a lot more about the wants of 
a mere man than is expected of the ''pro-
fessional.'' 
Notwithstanding the strained and tense 
atmosphere of third term, College has 
been supping right royally and free. 
Oysters and crab have not been amiss, 
though some of us have yet to be educated 
up to asparagus and olives. We would 
like to suggest that if the tail end of the 
''queue'' occupy the .first fiat in Oskars-
holme next year, the basement of Warra-
wee would make an excellent oyster 
saloon. 
The College dusted its trenchers and 
paid its annual visit to the photographer a 
short while ago. After much "thinning 
out in the middle and building up behind" 
we succeeded in forming quite a Grecian ( n tableau. 
The last, but by no means least, event-
ful of our doings took place last Saturday, 
when we entertained some returned sol-
diers at afternoon tea in the College 
grounds. It was a great success--at least 
we judge so by the unwillingness of the 
guests to depart-and certainly the colle-
gites enjoyed the afternoon. History 
shrinks from relating the details, but snap-
shots hide nothing. We are only sorry 
that the term will end so soon, and we can-
not entertain the men again at College 
during this year. 
We take this opportunity 0£ thanking 
Miss Bage, Mr. Birkbeck, and Mr. l>. Hen-
derson for the generous loan of tl1cir l~<JTS, 
thus helping to make the afkl'lloon such 
a success. 
l.:<_L : • I 
A DREAM. 
I fell asleep and dreamed a dream. 
Lo ! I was seated in a lone corner of 
a garden, and there came before mine eye~ 
the forms of many maidens, fair to look 
upon. 
"There was a sound of revelry 
And -- capital had gathered there 
Her beauty and her chivalry." 
For there mingled with the maidens, war-
riors brave and bold. But mine eyes rested 
on a maiden who stood alone, and as I 
gazed there advanced towards her one 
who had laid aside his arms and was clad 
in silk. 
"Embrouded was he as it were a mer!J 
Al ful of fresh flowers bluP, and rede.' ' 
He had travelled far and seen many 
lands and maidens fair, but none SG fo1r 
as Maud. :B~or by this name was the mairl-
en known. They two drew far off frmh 
the madding crowd, for the warrior bv!J 
had much to tell unto the maiden Maud. 
Wondrous tales did he relate, for he had 
~uffered much, 
"And he was nat right fat I undertake, 
But looked to live, and there to soberly." 
But unto the maiden Maud he thl ·,m-
fold his sorrows and his woes,, and '• .. :; to 
the maiden, 
"Al was conscience a:ud tendrn ae1 ie . ., 
She led him by many a path an.J ::iy 
many a garden, tor they did linger. 1-'ur 
the maiden and the warrior did both iove 
the flowers. Until at last tL.ey came unto 
·,he home of the maiden and the warrior 
did wonder at the 1.Jeauty and gnmucul' 
displayed thenin. Bat he ·was ~ad anJ 
'N1;ary of hea:i:t. 
"I am of the tribe of fowls," quoth he. 
"Brothers there are six, and siswrs half 
a score. But one mother has fled from us, 
and the home is left desolate. N~y •lay:> 
are but few, for soon thou shalt 11ot a1:e 
me. It is for this that my love doth. fil<,,ke 
me sad. :B"'arewell, dear heart." • \rfi tl1l' 
maiden wept and was sorrowful. 
Two days had fled. A mn.:;srnger 
knocked at the gate, 011e who did desire to 
see the maiden Maud. Aud there was 
much joy and ::;orrow in the house of the 
:naiden, for the warrivr dia entreat th~ 
maiden to show mercy unto him, for he 
was sick and nigh unto death, and did ask 
this one boon, that the maillen ,;h0;1 ld 
eome and speak with him. This favoHr 
the maiden did grant, and lo! the warrior 
grew in strengt.h from that very hour. 
The gong 3om1ded, a.Dd I awoke. 
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In a little sh:1p, hard by a dirty street 
therP. dwells a maker of pots pans. a1 Hl 
tin dishes. Of him truly it is ·written: 
"His head was bald that shoon as any glas, 
And eke his face as he had been enoyut." 
With him lives his wife. 
"Bold was hir face and fair and reed of hewe 
She was a worthy woman al hir life." 
Above the door is the sign of "Kokk-in-
ilen. '' 
ST. JOHN'S NOTES. 
That brevity is the soul of wit was our 
earnest motto in last issue of the mag. But 
even wit must be laid aside when such 
deeds of daring and audacity as have 
fallen to our lot this time, occur among us. 
There is ample material for a Charles 
Garvice in the doings of the youth who 
escorted an erring married woman home to 
her husband after midnight, and who, 
moreover, improved the shining hour by 
using telelogical, ontological, cosmologi-
cal, and nescioquidlogical arguments in 
favour of a higher Being. 
Again we might relate the tale of a 
'Varsity fresher (non-collegian), ·who, in 
company ·with a brother audacity and four 
maids, entered the College tennis court 
one afternoon and proceeded to take 
charge of affairs, much to the amusement 
of innocent collegians until-well, he 
knows how sheepishly they went away. 
On the more serion::i side we wish to 
congratulate Messrs. Fisher and Stanley 
on gaining the Travelling Scholarship and 
Archibald Scholarship respectively this 
year. En passant, we may be excused 
boasting if we point out that during the 
last three years, two of the three Rhodes 
scholars from Queensland and two of the 
three Travelling Scholarship winners have 
been John's men, viz. : Lieuts. Radcliffe 
and Dunbar, Lieut. Fisher and Mr. Moles-
worth. Moreover, John's men have not 
stood out of the great fray. Over thirty 
have enlisted since the war began, leav-
ing not one (so-called) eligible behind. A 
great example has been set by our 
three tutor:;, Captain:; Croker and 
Norman, and Lt. Chataway, each of 
whom has been awarded the Military 
Cross and the firsi the Croix de Guerre 
in addition. Of the thirty who have en· 
listed, at least ten hold commissions, sev-
eral having been gained on the field--
truly a sp lernlid record. 
Aud still we merrily roll along, led on 
by our international. 
KING'S COLLEGE NOTES. 
Since last issue our numbers have been 
diminish eel by the defection of one ·wag-
11 er, who packed up his goods and fled at 
the end of the second term. Perhaps he 
felt that his genial character would be out 
of place among sober spirits who reC0;4'-
ni:;ed the grim realities of third term. The 
loss of his bright and happy countenance 
has made an ineparable gap in the ranks 
of our community. 
'l'his term has seen a revival of that 
spirit of hard labour which characteri:;ed 
the last. If inquiries ·were made, I be-
lieve it would be di:;covered that many go 
to bed fully dressed; since it is not worth 
while putting on pyjamas for the little 
time they are in bed. A good many have 
seen the sun get up before they retired for 
the night. 
True to our glorious traditions, wem 
well to the fore in all spheres of activity. 
We now number amongst our members the 
vice-president and secretary of the C.U., 
and also the secretary of the Cricket Club. 
The performances of our tennis players 
in the tournament, particularly in the 
mixed doubles and open single, has been 
uniformly good. 
I regret to announce that the amorous 
propensities of some of our gentlemen are 
landing them in the most appalling en-
tanglements. 'l'he event referred to be-
low belongs strictly to last term, but oc-
curred too late for publication. I have no 
hesitation in publishing the following 
valuable contribution to our literature: 
MARRIAGE SONG. 
It was the after-dinner time, 
And four set out to take the air; 
It cuanced another went that way 
To call upon his lady fair. 
And as the four did stroll along 
They glanced down an adjoining street. 
They saw the other come that way, 
48 tJNIVERSITY ·MAGAZINE. October, Ull 1. 
And with him was his lady sweet. 
They came unto the riverside, 
And many seats and trees were there, 
And there the couple sat them down, 
The gallant and his lady fair. 
Then prone behind a garden bed, 
Which fortunately near them stood, 
The quartette watched, and then for home 
Set out as quickly as they could. 
And there they found a pious man, 
A grand paternal man and old, 
Who wore his collar wrong way round, 
And him the joyful tale they told. 
So the whole company went forth 
With joy and with exceeding haste; 
They met the object of their search-
His arm was round the lady's waist. 
'.t ue pious man took forth his book 
And read the marriage service through; 
And by the flickering matches' light 
He joined in holy bonds the two. 
The bridegroom, when the rites were done 
And when the knot was firmly tied, 
A wedding breakfast to his friends 
With base ingratitude denied. 
The man with such a thankless heart, 
Who spurns the service of a friend, 
Deserves to have some awful fate, 
Deserves to meet some dreadful end. 
Bad fortune struck him all at once; 
It chanced to fall out in this wise-
His wife, as she came out of church, 
Her husband would not recognise. 
And thus this happy married life, 
Which should have had an even course, 
Is smashed to bits in utter wreck. 
Did we hear rumours of divorce? 
EMMANUEL COLLEGE. 
Much as the writer of these annals 
would like to drop a few literary crumbs 
to the unfortunate reader, he finds that 
any talent he may have in the way of lit· 
erary composition is still in the undevel-
oped germ state. Various causes have 
combined against its germination and 
growth, the main and most easily discern-
ible being too little mental exercise dur-
ing the first two terms, and too much dur-
ing the third. I may be pardoned for di-
gressing sufficiently far to advise all the 
younger students of the University that 
the best system is to work steadily (about 
eight hours a day, outside lectures ), 
through the whole year, so that there will 
be no confusing rush at the end. I may 
add that if they accept this advice they 
will be happy, but will miss a devil of a 
lot of fun. To return to my main theme 
I must point out that the task of jotting 
these jottings was thrust upon me simply 
because no one else would accept it. In 
fact, to quote a prominent man of the 
times, there was such a rush for the job 
that I thought I should like to be in it. 
IIaving duly burbled, I must pass on and 
give the outside world a glimpse of how 
the mighty men of Emmanuel pass their 
lives within doors. And perhaps the best 
method ·which I can adopt, both for de-
monstrating their social standards and as-
pirations, and also for throwing side-
lights as it were upon the rest of their 
lives, will be to give some slight account 
of their method and topics of conversa-
tion. 
:B'irstly, the method must be to a great 
extent imagined, since at times they allow 
themselves to fall into the vulgar error of 
mutual recriminations, to which naughty 
ianguage is invariably concomitant. A 
strict use of terms is, however, always 
insisted upon. For instance, one of our 
theologs. refused to proceed with an argu-
ment until the difference between a din-
kum fact and a counfounded lie was 
made clear. But, as I say, the reader must 
rely on past experiences and power of 
adaptation to circumstances for the 
method. 
As regards the topics, they are in a 
word numerous. They vary from the dis-
cussion as to the relative merits of two 
pretty rotten photos, to that as to whether 
or not any of us will '' get through'' next 
month. But one of the most interesting 
discussions of late has been on the sub-
ject of a new book, which is to be pub-
lished shortly; the title of which at pre-
sent seems to be most favoured is : ''The 
Psychology of the Small Boy,'' but an al-
ternative has been suggested and warmly 
upheld. The author's modesty, however, 
has been a strong force against its adop-
tion, and he has forbidden us even to 
mention it here. Controversy has also 
urisen as to whether or no a certain mem-
ber of us should be compelled by the 
council to take a course of ethics. He 
himself, in his deplorable state, denies any 
need for such a course. 
'l'he crib tournament now in progress is 
a fruitful subject for discussion. It is 
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freely dealt with across the bottom corner 
of the table, quite absorbing in its intrica-
cies the two parties interested. The 
mathrmatical one points out to his oppo-
nent how he would have got home by six-
ing him if only he had thrown out the 
other ·way. But his opponent's brain be-
ing for most of its time restricted in action 
by reason of the heat which the length of 
his hair generates, cannot see it. 
The ·writer is very sorry to be compelled 
to deprive the magazine of any further 
good stuff, as he has a lecture in approxi-
mately six minutes. So I shall content 
myself by mentioning that pamphlets still 
arrive at periodic intervals from Pte .• J. 
N. Florence, on active service abroad; he 
speaks favourably of cycling in the south 
of England, and clandcstinrly sleeping in 
barns. He has brcn chosrn to take a 
courne in the Officers' Instruction School. 
Also, the members of the college have dis-
covered that it is not so much the chest 
as the diaphragm which needs to be 
capable of expansion, and they hope 
that by next year they will be able to 
burst their waistcoat lruttons at will. 
Society Notes. 
WOMEN'S CLUB NOTES. 
The first Saturday in the term the club 
entertained a number of returned soldiers 
from the Rosemount Military Hospital. 
The visitors had tea on the lawn and were 
afterwards shown over the University 
buildings. The soldiers seemed to appre-
ciate it. so much, and donations were so 
liberal, that we have decided to give an-
other "soldiers' tea" at the end of the 
term. 
Later on in the term the third social 
function of the club was held, which took 
the form of a debate. Graduates and dele-
gates from the various clubs and societies 
for women in Drisbane were invited. The 
subject of the debate was ''The profes-
sionally trained woman is best fitted to be 
a wife,'' and of the opening speakers Mrs. 
Morris, Miss Lee, and Miss Andrews sup-
ported the motion, and Miss Jarrett, Miss 
McCulloch, and Miss Peternon spoke 
against it. This debate had the rcmurk-
able distinction of being the only debate 
held during the year in which the motion 
was carried. 
The ''Comforts' Fund'' has appealed 
to the club for socks, and contributions 
have been promised from individual mem-
bers and from the Red Cross (as a nominal 
loan). 
The annual meeting was recently hrld, 
and the following officers were elected: 
President, Mrs. Parnell; graduate vice-
president, Miss Brown; undergraduate 
vice-president, Miss Hughes; secretary, 
Miss Easterby, and treasurer, Miss Scott. 
Our thanks and appreciation are due to 
the outgoing presidenL, Miss Bage, who 
has been untiring in her devotion to the 
club for the past two years, and to the 
&ecretary, whose efforts in organisation 
have done much to make the past year of 
the club successful, as well as to the other 
members of the retiring committee. At 
the meeting were read the annual report 
of the club, the Red Cross Society, and 
I.J.B.T.D.A. 
The annual meeting of the L.B.T.D.A. 
was held during the term, and the follow-
ing officers were elected: President, Miss 
Martin; secretary, Miss Birkbeck, and 
treasurer, Miss 0 'Gorman. We wish to 
thank Miss Bage and Miss McConnel for 
their donations to the L.B.T.D.A. 
MEN'S CLUB. 
During the last month the second an-
nual general meeting of the Men's Club 
vrns held, this marking the end of the se-
cond year of the club's existence. 'rhe an-
nual report and balance-sheet showed the 
club to be in a healthy condition, both as 
regards activities and :finances. 
'l'hc election of officers for the follo\Ying 
year resulted as follows: President F. H. 
Brazier; vice-president, 0. F. Blakey; 
secretary, A. E. Axon; committee, H. Gas-
teen, J. Bale; delegate to union, A. J. 
Uscinski. 
At the encl of srcond term a Rocia l 
evening was held in the men's common 
room, and this completed the year's pro-
gramme. 
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DRAMATIC SOCIETY. 
This year has been a most eventful one 
in the annals of our Society. On Septem-
ber 8th, in the South Brisbane 'fechnical 
College Hall, we presented Shakespeare's 
"Twelfth Night" to a large and appre-
ciative audience. Under Mr. Mayo's ex-
cellent coaching, raw material was quickly 
transformed into the finished article and 
the committee desires to express thanks to 
Mr. Mayo for his untiring efforts on behalf 
of the Society. The play was a great finan-
cial success, and we shall be able to hand 
over a sum of £27 or thereabouts to the 
University Red Cross Society. The follow-
ing is a cast of the characters : 
Orsino, Duke of Illyria, 0. F. Blakey. 
Sebastian, brother to Viola, J. F. David-
son. 
Antonio, a sea captain, E. C. C. Gee. 
A Sea Captain, friend to Viola, B. A. Her-
zig. 
Valentine, Curio, gentlemen attending on 
Duke, Dorothy Spark, Ena Law. 
Sir Toby Belch, uncle to Olivia, William 
F. Watson. 
Sir Andrew Aguecheek, J. T. Henry. 
Malvolio, steward to Olivia, Geo. Cooling. 
Feste, a clown, and Fabian, servants to 
Olivia, Hugh Gasteen and W. Briggs. 
Olivia, a rich countess, Elsie V. Fitz-
patrick. 
Viola, in love with Duke, Agnes J. Moore. 
Maria, Olivia's woman, Alice H. Mills. 
Mills. 
A stringed orchestra, with Miss de 
Stokar at the piano, provided the inci-
dental music and also rendered suitable 
selections. 
The committee desires to thank the 
members of the orchestra for their assist-
ance in making the event a success. 
Thanks are also due to those of the 
Women's College who assisted in making 
and selling sweets. 
The annual general meeting of the So-
ciety was held on Tuesday, September 8th, 
and the following officers were elected for 
the forthcoming year: President, Mr. Gas-
teen; vice-presidents, Miss Law and Mr. 
Henry; secretary, Mr. Briggs; treasurer, 
Miss Spark; members of the committee, 
Miss de Stokar and Mr. Herzig. 
What 
sort of 
a 
Figure 
are you 
• going 
to cut 
in the 
Summer 
..._.._._ _ Parade 
CJ Are you going to mingle with the throng 
or just get mixed up with the mob? 
q Are you going to be in the swim or in 
the way? 
fJ Do you aspire to being a who's who or a 
what's that. 
CJ Do you want to belong or just butt in? 
(jJ Are you going to parade or are you con-
tent to be lost in the push ? 
fJJ Do you want to lead or to follow? 
(jJ Do you want to be part of the spectacle 
or a hanger on ? 
g Do you want to play Hamlet or the Ghost 
g Are you really going to wear a summer 
suit that is worthy of your birthright or 
are you going to be just a couple of re-
moves from an aboriginal with a blanket. 
IT'S UP TO YOU. 
(jJ But take it from us, there's no one in 
Queensland that can rival, or run us-
either in our showing of Summer Suitings 
or the manner of making. 
finney Hand Tailored Suits 
84/-, 95/-, 105/-, 110/-, 126/-. 
WRITE. PHONE. OR CALL FOR SAMPLES. 
Finney's 
The Big Block, BRISBANE. 
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MUSICAL SOCIETY. 
The society has now suspended opera-
tions for this year. Two concerts have 
been given as in past years, one for patri-
otic purposes, the other to the inmates of 
the Blind, Deaf and Dumb Institution. The 
sum raised from the former concert 
totalled nearly £23, and has been equally 
divided between the Soldiers' Comforts' 
Fund and the University Red Cross So-
ciety. We take this opportunity of pub-
licly thanking Miss E. Larwill, L.A.B., and 
Mr. Odling, L.A.B., for their valuable help 
at our first concert. Our thanks arc also 
clue to the collegian women for their 
manufacture of sweets, and subsequent 
sale of the same (£2/10/), and in fact to 
~n the members of the society for their 
keenness. 
In conclusion, a grateful word must be 
spared our hard-working conductor and 
taskmaster, Mr. Galway. To him the choir 
owes a great deal, and is only too thank-
ful to him for the time and pains he has 
taken with it. In order to show their ap-
preciation of the work done, members are 
urged to press in as many new members 
as possible in the coming year, and to at-
trnd practices as consistently and pun c-
tually as has been the case this year. 
REPORT OF CHRISTIAN UNION. 
September closed perhaps the most suc-
cessful year the union has experienced. 
The attendance throughout the year was 
excellent, and keen interest was displayed 
by all the members, especially in topics of 
a missionary nature. 
The annual general meeting was helil 
early in third term, and resn l trd in the 
election of the following officers: Presi-
dent, Mr. C. M. Longbottom; men's re-
presentatives, vice-president, Mr. T. F. 
Jones; treasurer. Mr. F. C. N ommenscn ! 
secretary, Mr. F. Fielding; womeu ·s repre-
sentatives, vice-president, Miss FJ. Eden; 
treasurer, Miss K. E. Green; secretary, 
Miss A. E. Carne. 
The late president, Mr. F. W. Paterson, 
is deserving of special mention as an ener-
getic worker, and under whose leadership 
the Union had such a successful year, 
The last of the weekly addresses was de· 
livered by Mr. Strugnell, the imbject be-
ing the forthcoming conference to be held 
at Mittagong, N.S.W., from 3rd to lOth 
Jan nary, 1918. It is hoped that a good de-
legation ·will go this year. 
HOCKEY. 
This season has been a successful one, 
keen interest being shown by all the mem-
bers. The club has to thank Miss Bage for 
the helpful address given in the early part 
of the season. Practices were well attended 
during the :first and second terms, but 
there has been a slight falling off lately. 
An important step in the advancement 
of the club was made when they gained 
the right to award half-blues, subject to 
the usual conditions. 
. Three matches have been played this 
season against a team of graduates, result-
ing in continued success for our oppo-
nents. During the second term a very ex-
citing match ·was played between College 
and the "Rest of the 'Varsity." Both this 
and the return match played a few weeks 
later were won by the 'Varsity team. Since 
the conference match received such warm 
support at the Buninyong conference, it is 
to be hoped that advantage will be taken 
of a similar opportunity offered to con-
ference people at the forthcoming Mitta-
gong conference, especially as the Chris-
stian Union people have secured the exten-
sive playing :field of the Girls' College. 
The club has also to thank Professor 
Priestley and Mr. Strugnell for the keen 
interest they have taken in it 
1.hroughout the season, and the Sports 
Uniou for their generosity in the matter oi 
grants, thus enabling the club to purchase 
a dozen new hockey sticks. 
The incoming committee are reminded 
that the Sports' Union has promised to 
have the :field marked as well as cut, and 
that it is their duty to sec that this pro-
mise is kept. In conclusion, an appeal is 
made to the members of the club to sup-
port loyally their captain and committee, 
and help to keep up the status of the clnh 
as in the past. 
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Correspondence. 
"WHITHER GOEST THOU?" 
To the Editor. 
Sir,-If your generosity will go so far 
as to allow me a little space in your mag. 
to babble about nothing, then you will in-
deed be fulfilling the functions of a suc-
cessful editor. At the outset let me ex-
plain that, unlike many students of my 
acquaintance, I have occasional lucid in-
tervals. During one of these recently, I 
found myself asking the world in general 
the above question. Whether the inspira-
tion sprang from recent Zeppelin raids or 
from the fleeting weeks of this term I 
leave you to gather from the following. 
Analysing the trend of events during 
the few years we see an array of conflict-
ing interests and conflicting parties, each 
striving for mastery over the other, and 
each finding outward expression in spme 
form or other. German "kultur" doing 
violence to reason and justice has forced 
upon us a world war, and in its retinue of 
Rervants we find miss-directed science 
brought to a high pitch of successful 
ghastliness in the science of slaughter. 
In this respect we see the aeroplane and · 
airship used in the name of "kultur" mak-
ing fireworks over London, such pyro-
technical displays resulting in serious loss 
of infant life. Such things the public, 
through a fanatic Press, were led to be-
lieve would be a necessary attribute to a 
modern war. The high officials, little 
dreaming what an effective and dangerous 
weapon they were handling, allowed them-
selves to be led to the door of Armaged-
don, which on the slightest possible pre-
text they opened. I express a platitude 
when I say they were dismayed by the 
result. I wish to examine (very briefly, 
Mr. Editor) this new servant of man, its 
progress, development, uses, and abuses. 
1. Its progress. In an article by Mr. 
Claude Graham-White, one of England's 
pioneer aviators, we read the following: 
''Eleven years ago, in the days when Wil· 
bur Wright foresaw that aviation would 
be ''a military proposition,'' a machine 
was a prisoner to the ground in the light-
est of gusts. But to-day it is possible to 
remain aloft, and even fly with safety in 
a wind blowing as high as 60 miles per 
hour We read, in the words of Sir John 
French, that our pilots in France have not 
hesitated to go aloft ''in any kind of 
weather.'' 
Even as late as 1912 we find little pro-
gress; for the editor of ''The Aero,'' in 
criticising the Imperial Budget of that 
year, draws attention to the fact that Eng-
land then possessed thirteen machines fit 
for military service. :B-,rom that time on 
aviation has become a "live wire." Ger-
many, encouraged in her policy of oppres-
siveness by the moral superiority of her 
military caste, lead the world with an even 
1000 machines in 1914. Factories have 
grown like mushrooms, and aeroplanes 
have been turned out like toad-stools. 
2. Development. From the arude glider 
on which Lilienthal lost his life about 
twenty years ago, we come to the present 
day high-powered machine, to ride which 
is ''smooth, vibrationless, and restful to 
the nerves.'' Do not think that after the 
war, itR functio'ls as a war engine being 
accomplished er trust for all time) it will 
be relegated to the scrap heap or the side 
show. It has only just begun to reap the 
rich inheritance those brave pioneers, who 
paid so dear a price in its cause, have left 
to the world. 
3. Already they travel at one hundred 
miles an hour with ease, and can lift 
twenty to thirty passengers above the 
clouds. Thus, even now Sydney is within 
five or six days of London, for one hun-
dred miles an hour is a minimum speed at 
which such an express would travel. Also, 
Mr. Editor, the tranquility of the common 
room and its sacred precincts are but 
thirty hours from the hordes of China 
and Japan. 
4. I shall not speak of the abuseR to 
·which aviation is put, the daily press be-
ing sufficient evidence. 
In thanking you for your indulgence. 
Mr. Editor, I shall close with a second 
quotation from Graham-White, who says, 
when speaking of the future of aviation, 
that ''Although immense speed will be at-
tained, there will be nothing-save the 
hum of the wind along the pol1shcd hull--
to tell the traveller that he is rushing 
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through the air. F lying 10,000 feet high 
when on long non-stop :flights, machines 
will whirl along with effortless ease, the 
passengers seated in comfortable, totally-
enclosed saloons, their view of the dim, 
far distant earth obscured occasionally 
by a film of cloud. '' He goes on to say : 
''And so to a final word, which is this: 
When the aeroplane reaches its practical 
stage there will come first a linking of 
nations and then of the entire world, until 
all humanity learns to revere the airmen 
who, braving ridicule and death itself, laid 
the foundation stones of the science of 
:flight."-Yours, etc ., 
We have a Nice Assortment 
of 
AVIET'l'E. 
PRIVATE GREETING CARDS 
You ought to see them before 
you go on vacation. 
THE CARTER-WATSON CO., 
Printers and Stationers, 
ELIZABETH STREET (near George St.) . BRISBANE. 
Our Guarantee -'Satisfaction or money back.t 
10/6 1016 
There are eight different Styles to choose from. At the price there is 
no better Hat on the Market. 
Allan & Stark Ltd. - - Brisbane. 
JOHN 
HISLOP 
& SONS 
faneral Diredors 
544 Queen St., 
Pdrie's Bight 
ftr" ha Pia ... 1s ne. ~a• 
\ 
l 
\ 
\ 
} 
I 
l 
Under the Patronage of His fxcellency the Govern or r 
JOLLlffE & Co. Ltd. 
Manufacturers of UUPHONf 1227 
HIGH-CLASS VfHICUS, fARM WAGGONS, ftc. 
Awarded Numerous 
Gold Medal Gold and 
franco- Silver 
British 
Medals 
at Brisbane 
fxhibilion, and oilier 
1908. fxhibitions. 
Registered Office and Showrooms: 
464-4~8 QUEEN ST., PfTRI~ BiGHT 
BRISBAN f. 
I 
C. A. SPURGIN. 
Hairdresser and Tobacconist, 
Note New Address: Queen Street, Brisbane, opp. G.P.O. 
Next "Daily Mail." 
Most Up-to-date and Best Equipped Saloon in Australia. 
12 First-class Hairdressers Employed 12 
Electrical and Hand Massage. V apourizing. Haircutting 
Beard Trimming. Shaving, etc. 
Large Stocks of Smokers' Requisites. 
'Everything First-Class. 
Telephone 979 
Cleanliness and Personal Attention. 
Look for the name SPURGIN. 
Smith-Premier-' -· 
The World's Best Typewriter. 
I A perfect combination of Visibility. Durability, and Simplicity. 500,000 in DAlL Y USE. .3.000 IN QUEENSLAND. 
Grand Prix, Brussels Exposition, 1910. Grand Prix, Paris. 1900. 
Rebuilt Typewriters from £5 
Upwards. Each Machine carries our written guarantee. 
Australian Typewriter Supplies Company 
Smith-Premier House, 363-365 Queen Street, Next Preston House. 
